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In  the  Entertainment  World 


THE  THEATRE 

KISS  AND  TELL — Continuing  its  New 
^■(ii'k  succ-oss,  this  stage  story  of  Corliss 
Archer  and  her  adolescent  adventures  is 
still  a  hit  in  the  loop.  Patricia  Kirkland, 
Euth  Conley,  Alice  John,  and  Richard 
McCracken  head  the  cast.  Harris  Thea- 
tre. 

THE  DOUGH  GIRLS— Chicago  agrees  with 
Life  magazine's  comment  on  this  Wa.sh- 
ington  farce  bj'  holding  over  for  a  thir- 
teenth week  this  comedy  invoking  ' '  sheer 
laughter  and  hilarious  fun."  In  the  cast 
are  Peggy  French,  Betty  Lawford,  Tay- 
lor Holmes,  and  Russell  Hardee.  Selwj'n 
Theatre. 

THE  THREE  SISTERS— Katherine  Cor- 
nell and  Anton  Chekhov  as  actress  and 
dramatist  respectively  are  a  combination 
long  to  be  remembered  in  this  current 
revival  of  a  much-discussed  classic. 
Judith  Anderson,  Ruth  Gordon,  Dennis 
King,  and  Edmund  Gwenn  are  also  prom- 
inent in  the  cast.    Erlanger  Theatre. 

GOODNIGHT  LADIES— Skeets  Gallagher 
and  Buddy  Ebsen  begin  their  sixtieth 
week  with  a  record-breaking  hit  that  has 
been  appropriately  titled  ' '  the  loudest 
laugh  of  the  decade."  Blackstone  Thea- 
tre. 


MUSIC  AND  ART 

KIMBALL  HALL— June  4th,  Concert  by 
Society  of  American  Musicians  at  8:1.5. 

June  5th,  American  Opera  Company 
presents  ' '  II  Trovatore ' '  in  the  evening. 
The  performance  will  be  repeated  on  the 
sixth. 

June  13th,  Pupils  of  Alexander  Naku 
tin   in   voice   recital,   .3:.j0. 

June  20th,  American  Opera  Company 
in  an  unannounced  program  in  the  after- 
noon and  evening. 

STUDEBAKER  THEATRE- A  revival  of 
Gilbert  and  Sullivan  operas  began  ou 
the  16th  of  May  and  will  continue  until 
June  1st.  The  first  week 's  programs  in- 
clude "The  Mikado,"  "Patience," 
"The  Pirates  of  Penzance,"  "lolan- 
the,"  and  "Pinafore." 


ART  INSTITUTE— Don  't  forget  the  Ches- 
ter Dale  collection  of  Twentieth  Century 
French  paintings   now   on   display. 

AT  THE  HOTELS 

PALMER  HOUSE— Griff  Williams  i.s  still 
the  hit  ill  the  Empire  Room  and  the 
Merrial  Abbot  dancers  are  always  good 
entertainment  in  any  man's  language. 
Individual  Acts  are  also  top-notch. 

THE  PUMP  ROOM— Emile  Petti  and  his 
Old  World  music  interspersed  with  popu- 
lar pieces  is  a  safe  bet  for  a  super  even- 
ing if  you  want  to  do  something  special. 

THE  SHERMAN— Tommy  Dorsey  is  tak- 
ing over  the  bandstand  in  the  Panther 
room  from  May  14th  to  the  L!7th,  then 
Les  Brown  is  booked  until  .lune  24th. 
On  the  2.5th,  Jan  Savitt  begins  a  three- 


THE  CINEMA 

CHICAGO— Ann  Southevn-Melvyn  Douglas 
in  "Three  Hearts  for  .Julia'' — whimsi- 
cal comedy — opens  on  the  21st  for  a 
week's  run.  Tlieu  "Lucky  Jordan'' 
comes  to   the   screen   on  the   28th. 

STATE-LAKE— Scheduled  for  the  end  of 
May — ' '  The  More  the  Merrier  ' ' — Wash- 
ington comedy  with  Jean  Arthur  and 
Joel  McCrea. 
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UNITED      ARTISTS  — "Keeper      of      the 

I'TaiHc'' — drama  at  its  l)est  with  Kath- 
erine Hepburn  and  Spencer  Tracy — lield 
over. 

APOLLO— Rochester,  Ethel  Walters,  and 
an  all-colored  east  in  the  ilelightful 
' '  Caliin  in  the  Sky  ' '  to  play  indefinitely. 

ORIENTAL— Jane  Frazee,  Hugh  Herbert, 
and  the  Merry  Macs  to  spotlight  the 
stage. 

ON  THE  CAMPUS 

MAY  21st— May  Day  and  I  jiter-Sorority 
Sing  in  Deering  Meadow. 

JUNE  7th — Exam   week  begins. 

MAY  22nd— Inter-Fraternity   Sing. 

JUNE  15th — Baccalaureate  Exercises  in 
< 'aim  Auditorium  at  8:15,  followed  by 
the  President 's  reception  for  the  grad- 
uates in  the  Women's  Lounge,  Scott  Hall. 

JUNE  16th— Commencement  at  11:30  A.M. 
in    Deering  Meadow. 

VARSITY-"  De-sert  A'ietory"  and  "Hel- 
lo, Frisco,  Hello ' '  are  scheduled  for  the 
21st  of  May  to  be  followed  by  "Star- 
Spangled  Rhythm"  on  the  28th. 

VALENCIA— "  Silver  Skates"  and  "Life 
Begins  at  8:30"  on  the  21st  and  22nd. 
On  the  23rd,  24th,  and  25th,  "Com- 
mandoes Strike  at  Dawn"  and  "The 
Hard  Way." 

CORONET  — Presenting  "Silver  Skates" 
and  "Life  Begins  at  8:30"  May  28  thru 
May  30;  "Journey  for  Margaret"  and 
"Hold  Back  the  Dawn"  on  May  31  thru 
June  1;  "High  Sierra''  and  "Dive 
Bomber''  .June  2-3;  "Commandos  Strike 
at  Dawn"  and  "The  Hard  Way"  June 
4-7;  "Wrecking  Crew"  and  "Power  of 
tiie  Press"  .June  8-10;  and  "Shadow  of 
a  I)oul5t ' '  and  "Crystal  Ball''  June 
11-14. 

STADIUM — ' '  Commandos  Strike  at  Dawn ' ' 
and  "The  Hard  Way"  featured  May  23 
thru  May  25;  "Gone  With  the  Wind" 
jilaying  May  26-27;  and  "Life  Begins 
at   8:30"    on   May   28-29. 


-Y.  STEUCK 
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In  Universitatis 

TP  ANYONE  had  told  us  four  years 
■'-  ago  when  we  steamed  up  to  Wil- 
lard  hall  in  a  Yellow  cab  that  we 
would  leave  the  university  in  a  state 
so  sadly  depleted  bj^  the  needs  of  the 
various  wars  raging  hither  and  j^on, 
we  probably  would  have  smiled.  Now 
at  the  vantage  point,  having  escaped 
what  H.  G.  Wells  calls  "the  valley 
of  the  shadow  of  education,"  we're 
not  so  sure  we  aren't  smiling  now. 
In  many  ways  this  is  a  ridiculous 
war,  doubly  ridiculous  because  it  has 
to  be  fouglit  and  won.  Oh,  well,  off 
Ave  go  to  dig  potatoes  and  read  the 
casualt.y  lists,  waving  our  degree  be- 
fore us. 

One  of  oiir  main  regrets  is  that  we 
have  never  quite  been  able  to  make 
up  our  mind  about  Evanston,  the 
Athens  of  the  Middle  West.  The  ap- 
plication of  such  a  title  to  Evanston 
is  the  worst  damnation  we  have  ever 
heard  inflicted  upon  the  Middle 
West.  And  now  Evanston  is  to  be 
bombed,  bombed  with  paper  bombs 
constructed  so  as  not  to  hurt  any  of 
the  citizens  who  will  quit  their  work 
and  come  out  to  strain  their  necks 
and  watch  the  fun.  As  a  matter  of 
fact  about  the  only  reassuring  thing 
we  have  chanced  upon  in  Evanston 
was  the  sight  of  one  of  the  many  octo- 
genarians sitting  on  the  lap  of  one 
of  the  dowdy  females  in  the  statue 
group  which  decorates  the  facade  of 
Patten  Gym. 

Another  little  item  we  have  dis- 
covered during  our  sojourn  in  this 
paradise,  is  that  the  lake  (Lake 
Michigan)  has  little  or  no  effect  upon 
Northwestern  students.  Occasionally 
during  the  winter  it  comes  over  us 
with  a  sense  of  horror  that  there  is 
a  lake  off  somewhere  in  an  easterly 
direction.    But  for  seven,  this  year 


eight  months,  one  is  unaware  that 
tlie  lake  even  exists.  This  summer 
when  the  navy  lias  taken  over  north- 
quads,  leaving  no  available  student 
beach  of  any  size,  even 
the  short  duration  of  the 
lake's  influence  will  be 
gone.  We  hereby  move, 
Mr.  Chairman,  that  all 
mention  of  the  lake  be 
dropped  from  university 
catalogues  and  prospec- 
tus. Enough  of  this  twad- 
dle. A  line  or  two  from 
Wordsworth  will  do  as 
Avell. 

We  have  really  been  a  little  too 
ashamed  to  discuss  the  matter  with 
anyone,  but  we  have  wondered  what 
other  peoples'  reactions  were  to  the 
All-Girl,  Fem-Frolics  party  which 
was  held  in  Scott  hall  we  forget 
when.  We  can  remember  mutteriiag 
to  ourself,  "Oh,  God,  the  end  has 
come.  The  end  has  come."  We  tried 
to  get  a  photographer  to  take  a  pic- 
ture at  the  affair,  but  she  flatlj^  re- 
fused to  go,  wailing  all  sorts  of  things 
about  integrity  and  a  sense  of  humor. 
Honest,  Girls,  isn't  rushing  bad 
enough ! 


Facfs-for-ijour- fingertips 

There  has  been  a  remarkable  de- 
crease in  accidents  involving  auto- 
mobiles this  year.  The  Dyersberg 
State  Gazette  cannot  figure  out  why. 


Too  Hoo 

A  self-sacrificing  mother  sent  her 
small  daughter  off  to  church  some 
weeks  ago.  The  child  returned  home 
slightly  soiled  and  wearing  a  re- 
signed expression.  Her  mother  asked 


her  wiiat  she  had  done  at  Sunday 
school.  "Oh,"  she  said,  "we  waved 
tlie  palms  at  God." 

On  to  Moscow 

Two  inveterate  play- 
goers were  receiving  ad- 
vice from  a  friend  on  the 
proper  attitude  with 
which  to  see  and  appre- 
ciate The  Three  Sisters. 
"You  must  liave  tliree 
drinks  before  you  go  in 
if  you  ever  expect  to  be 
able  to  sit  through  it, 
and  find  out  whether  or  not  they  get 
to  Moscow,"  the  friend  advised. 
When  he  had  left  the  table,  the  man 
remarked,  "I  shall  drink  a  Manhat- 
tan first  so  I  can  reach  the  suburbs." 

Bool:  Stall 

The  war  seems  to  have  had  some 
strange  influence  upon  employees  of 
the  book  stall  at  the  Union  Station. 
We  had  five  hours  to  wait  for  the 
arrival  of  a  train  one  night  and  came 
to  know  the  place  rather  well.  Un- 
der the  title  Western  is  included  "Re- 
port from  Tokyo,"  and  under  Mys- 
tery we  were  pleased  to  find  Mr. 
Thornton  Wilder's  "Our  Town."  The 
final  exquisite  touch  came  when  we 
found  "Travel  in  Story  and  Pictures" 
under  the  heading  of  Juvenile. 


Mrs.  Treacle 

Innumerable  people  are  still  not 
speaking  to  ns  because  we  did  not 
like  Mrs.  Miniver  and  said  so  in  a 
rather  definite  manner.  We  find  this 
attitude  a  little  ungrateful  inasmuch 
as  we  submitted  ourself  to  the  infinite 
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torture  of  sitting'  tliroug'h  the  ilaiiui 
tiling  four  times,  so  that  we  might 
be  able  to  l)aek  u|i  our  argument 
against  its  dislioiiest\'.  Well,  God 
help  lis.  we  saw  Random  Harvest 
-wliich  deals  witli  the  idea  of  think- 
ing that  one  has  done  something  be- 
fore. We  certainly  had  that  feeling 
when  we  walked  out  of  the  theater. 
At  any  rate,  we  did  finally  figure  out 
the  secret  of  Greer  Carson's  dubious 
appeaf  It  all  liiiiges  u|)(ni  the  fact 
that  she  has  a  month  with  the  allure 
of  a  suction  ]nunp.  We  just  wanted 
yon  to  know. 

Etenifd  Mail 

We  liad  a  sliiiht  start  the  other 
Sunday  \vlieii  we  switched  on  the 
radio  I'oi'  the  lirst  time  in  weeks  to 
hear.  "You  put  up  the  iuid)rella  and 
then  ex]ie<'t  God  t(i  send  down  slmw- 
ei's  of  salvation."  The  remark  was 
fdlldwed  liy  dee|i  silence,  so  we 
turned  to  Andre  Kostelanetz. 

The  Sicfetesf  Sforii 

The  east  ((uadrangle  has  lieen 
treated  to  a  toueliing  love  story  this 
quarter  it  seems,  (die  of  the  girls  in 
IJobart  is  enamored  of  a  theatrical 
young  gentleman  w  Im  presented  her 


with  his  ]iortrait,  inscribed  "With 
Sounding  Trumpets."  She  keeps  the 
picture  facing  the  window  so  he  can 
see  it,  and  about  twelve  thirty  each 
night,  he  stands  below  her  windo\v 
and  whistles  "The  ^rorning  Song" 
from  Peer  Gynt. 


Enulif 


ton 


'Vwo  girls  we  happened  to  be  \valk'- 
ing  behind  were  discussing  a  book 
one  of  their  ]irofessors  was  writing. 
"And  where  does  he  get  the  ideas — 
from  (Hir  themes.  And  \\here  do  we 
get  our  themes — from  other  peoples' 
books.  And  \\\\i\  writes  the  other 
books — professors.  It's  a  vicious  cir- 
cle." 

Haroc  In  Jlmrm 

.Something  in  an  oxford  doth  shirt 
and  luitton  do^'ii  i-ollar  frinii  the  Phi 
Delt  house  was  discussing  the  Beta- 
Sigma  Chi  rift  \vitli  a  friend.  It 
seems  the  Sigma  Chis  are  being  huffy 
about  an  intramural  baseball  decision 
and  refused  to  be  host  to  the  Triad 
smok'er.  They  sent  around  flat  fifties 
instead.  Said  the  suave  young  nuiu 
brnshiiig  a  speeds  of  dirt  from  his 
cordovans,  "The  Phi's  aren't  going  to 
take  sides.    We  sent  hack-  the  fiftx." 


V  M,  Ma.-V 


^' )  5  ii.*^  5^ 


'::r:2:M^^^ 


''Race  ijou,  Mr.  Evans!'' 


Commented  his  friend,  "When  the 
lights  go  out  and  the  bottles  start 
flying,  I'm  making  time  with  my  date 
behind  the  drapes."  We  can  remem- 
ber when  it  took  a  potted  palm  at 
the  Ambassador  to  move  a  Phi. 

Excelsior 

Two  earnest  coeds  were  discussing 
an  inspiring  quiz  section  in  English 
]>7  on  the  steiis  of  U.H.  recently.  We 
listened  wliile  they  agreed  back  and 
forth  in  loud  tones  tliat  Sandburg- 
was  THE  poet  of  today.  Finally  one 
Avas  lieard  to  sigh,  "And,  Mr.  Cornog, 
gee  I  Just  think  what  God  could  do 
w'Uh   his  ability." 

( 'o]i  rersntiiin  Piece 

The  big  |iiirple  fraternity  got  a 
phone  call  the  other  night  that 
stunijietl  sucli  -wits  as  Sig  Hanson 
and  Youngberg.  One  of  the  neo- 
phyt(\s  answered  with  the  conven- 
tional "Hi.  hi,  hi.  Phi  Kajipa  Psi." 
"Oh,"  the  feminine  voice  resjiondecl 
softly.  "What's  the  matter?"  pur- 
sued the  pledge.  She  of  the  other 
einl  chortled.  "T  don't  know.  I've 
just  been  feeling  like  hell  latel>'." 
The  whole  situation  was  brought 
ba(dv  to  normal  with  two  final  clicks 
of   the  receiver  .   .  .  siiniillaneous. 

Tlie  Tale  of  fhe  Cheshire  Cat 

Once  there  was  a  Cheshire  cat  who 
used  to  smile  just  like  a  Cheshire 
cat.  (.)ne  day  this  cat  chased  a  ca- 
nary. He  came  back  looldiig  like  a 
cat  that  has  just  swallowed  a  canary. 

^l()IiAL:  Things  are  sometimes 
what  tlie.v  seem  to  be. 

The  Talc  of  the  Nice  Dog 

<>ne  there  was  a  clog  who  was  a 
nice  dog.  Peojile  always  stojiped  him 
on  the  street  to  jiat  him  on  the  head 
and  remark  on  what  a  nice  doggie 
he  was.  One  da.v  while  he  was  out 
walking  with  his  master  they  met  a 
Friend.  "Xice  doggie,"  said  the  man. 
"Go  to  hell,"  said  the  dog. 

MORAL  :  Sometimes  you  get  damn 
well  fed  up  with  being  called  a  nice 
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SOMETIMES  IT  GETS  SO  HOT 


TT  WAS  the  14th  of  August  and 
-■-  even  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing you  rould  see  it  was  going  to  be 
a  sooi-cher.  ily  Uncle  Harry  decided 
it  would  be  a  good  day  to  try  to  fry 
an  egg  on  the  sidewalk.  He  went  in- 
to the  kitclien  where  my  Aunt  Eva 
was  busy  making  breakfast  for  the 
dog. 

"Get  out.  Harry,"  she  said.  "You 
know  Enuniuel  can't  eat  his  break- 
fast if  you  stand  there  staring  at 
him."  Slie  kicked  Uncle  Harry  light- 
ly in  the  shins. 

"I  want  an  egg,"  said  Uncle  Harry. 

"Four  cents  apiece  it  costs  and  he 
wants  an  egg."  said  Aunt  Eva  to  Joe. 
tlie  mill'Cman,  who  was  bringing  in 
the  milk. 

"That's  life,"  said  Joe.  Tlien  he 
went  out  for  the  cream. 

Uncle  Harry  sat  down  on  the  stool 
by  the  sink  and  began  to  make 
angry,  growling  noises  at  Emanuel. 
Emanuel  politeh'  disregarded  him 
and  went  on  with  liis  meal  of  bran 
flakes.  Joe,  the  milkman,  came  liack 
with  the  cream. .  Aunt  Eva  i^oured 
some  from  the  bottle  into  Emanuel's 
dish.  He  didn't  like  it — it  wasn't 
like  before  the  war — but  he  drank  it. 

I'ncle  Harry  gulped  twice  and 
gathered  up  all  his  courage.  "I  said 
I  want — "  lie  began,  but  Aunt  Eva 
just  turned  around  and  looked  liim 
squarely  in  the  eye.  Uncle  Harry, 
never  having  looked  anyone  square- 
ly in  the  eye,  was  not  able  to  re- 
ciprocate. He  kept  his  eyes  on  Eman- 
uel's sloM'ly  ^A'agging  tail  as  it 
methodically  brushed  the  kitchen 
floor. 

"What  I  mean  is,"  Uncle  Harry 
tried  again,  "it's  such  a  hot  day  and 
sometimes  it  gets  so  hot  you  can  fry 
an  egg  on  the  sidewalk." 

"Harrj',"  said  Aunt  Eva,  "you  get 
more  iiigeon-brained  every  day." 
Aunt  Eva  liked  the  word  ]ngeon- 
brained  and  used  it  quite  often  on 
Uncle  Harry.  "If  I  was  to  tell  peo- 
ple about  your  crazy  notions  they'd 
put  you  away  somewhere.  Xow  get 
out  of  my  kitchen." 

Uncle  Harry  went  into  the  sun- 
parlor.  During  his  bruised  moments 
he  would  sit  in  the  large  arm-chair 
near  the  window  and  play  solitaire. 
Uncle  Harry  almost  always  sat  in 
the  arm-chair.  Aunt  Eva  liked  plain. 


straight-backed  chairs. 

But  this  time  a  queer,  new  feeling 
arose  in  Uncle  Harry's  claustrophobic 
soul.  It  would  not  be  denied.  Uncle 
Plarry  shrank  at  the  thought  of  the 
coming  rebellion  but  in  a  way  he  was 
proud.    He  was  going  to  defy  Eva. 

He  waited  until  noon  when  the  sun 
was  hottest  and  then  without  a  word 
marched  into  the  kitchen.   The  effect 
was  lost  since  Aunt  Eva 
was  upstairs  making  the 
beds.    But   Uncle   Harry 
quickly  grasped  the  ad- 
vantage.   He  opened  the 
door  to  Aunt  Eva's  inner 
sanctum  and  there  on  the 
pantry    shelf    he    saw    a 
carton  with  three  eggs  in 
it.   Uncle  Harry  tingled  all  over.   He 
took  the  closest  egg  and  walked  out 
of  the  kitchen.   His  excitement  grew 
as  he  reached  the  front  door  and  had 
it  not  been  for  the  egg  which  cost 
four    cents,    he    would    have    leaped 
down  the  stairs. 

The  gardener  from  the  bungalow 
next  door  was  watering  the  flower 
beds  in  front  of  the  house  and  chew- 
ing Sen-Sen.  He  was  always  friend- 
ly to  Uncle  Harry  although  he  se- 
cretly held  Iiim  in  great  contempt. 
His  name  was  Andy.  Uncle  Harry 
showed  him  the  egg  and  oiitlined 
his  plan.  He  liad  really  hoped  there 
Avould  be  more  people  around.  He 
wanted  a  big  crowd.  For  the  first 
time  in  his  life  he  was  Harry,  the 
impressario,  and  he  reveled  in  the 
thought.  Wouldn't  it  burn  Eva  if  he 
got  his  picture  in  the  paper.'  Peoide 
Avho  fried  eggs  on  sidewalks  some- 
times did. 

Andy  was  interested  in  spite  of 
himself  and  watched  closely  all  of 
Uncle  Harry's  movements.  First  he 
rolled  up  his  sleeves.  Then  he  grunt- 
ingly  squatted  on  the  sidewalk. 
There  was  not  a  sound  in  the  street 
as  Uncle  Harry  cracked  the  shell 
and  the  yellow  egg  spilled  out.  It 
ran  down  the  sidewalk  into  Andy's 
flower  bed.  The  two  watched  with 
open  mouths  as  it  soaked  into  the 
mud. 

"Harry!  You  fool!"  screamed 
Aunt  Eva  from  the  upstairs  window. 
But  Uncle  Harry  wasn't  listening. 
The  egg  had  not  fried.  xVunt  Eva 
came    downstairs   and   pulled   Uncle 


Harry  away  hy  the  ear.  As  slie  closed 
the  door,  Uncle  Harry  could  hear 
Andy  laughing.  Aunt  Eva  was  too 
angry  to  speak.  She  spluttered  and 
with  a  "You'll  hear  about  this"  look 
went  into  the  kitchen.  Uncle  Harry 
stood  in  the  hall,  clenching  and  un- 
clenching Ids  fists.  For  a  long  time 
he  stood  there  watching  the  kitchen 
door.  Then  he  turned  and  walked 
into  the  sun-parlor.  It 
was  warm  and  the  sun 
shone  brighth"  on  the 
arm-chair.  Uncle  Harry 
sat  down.  Then  he  took 
a  pack  of  cards  out  of 
the  table  drawer  and  be- 
gan to  cheat  at  solitaire. 

L.  GREEXSTEIN 


REPUBLICANS  LIKELY  TO  GAIN 
IN  CONGRESS,  BUT  NOT  TO  RULE 

—THE  NEW  Y(  )RK  TIMES 

Why  ask  for  the  moon.  We've  got 
the  stars. 

o  o  o 

Special  guest  at  the  ceremony 
and   representative   of   alumni    serv- 
ing in  the  armed  forces  was  Lieut. 
Comdr.  William  Eadie,  Engineer,  '34, 
who  commanded  the  patrol  which 
discovered  Capt.  Eddie  Rick- 
enbacker's  raft  adrift  in  the  Pa- 
cific  and   who  himself  atfected  the 
actual  rescue  of  the  noted  flier. 

—THE  DAILY 
?  A  ^lilitary  secret    ? 

o  o  o 
FIRST  LADY'S  VOTE  PERILED 


Absentee    Ballot    Not    Received    in 
Time  to  Be  Counted 


Poughkeepsie,  N.  Y.  —  (U.P.)  — 
ilrs.  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt  will  be 
unable  to  vote  in  the  general  elec- 
tions unless  she  returns  to  the 
LTnited  States  before  7  P.M.  Tuesday, 
John  A.  Flynn,  Dutchess  County 
Election  Commissioner,  said  today. 
—THE  NEW  YORK  TIMES 

ilother,  dear  ilother,  come  home 
with  me  now. 
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E      FAMILY      NAN 


rpHE  OLDER  little  man  and  the 
A  taller  young'  man  got  out  of  the 
ear  in  front  of  the  tavern.  They  had 
been  to  the  first  baseball  game  of  the 
season. 

"Not  more  "n  a  couple,"  said  the 
little  man  Avho  was  totally  bald  ex- 
cept for  a  slight  band  of  grey  hair 
around  the  edge  of  his  head.  "It's 
getting  late." 

"Sure,  Ernie,"  said  the  younger 
man.  "Just  a  couple  to  celebrate. 
The  Cubs  Avon."  He  slapped  Ernie 
on  the  shoulder,  shoving  him  through 
the  revolving  door.  AVlien  they  were 
both  in  the  dark  little  i-oom.  he 
added,  "Let's  get  a  table." 

"Let's  jnst  sit  at  the  bar,"  said 
the  little  man.  The  younger  man 
took  the  chairs  off  the  top  of  a  table 
where  they  had  been  piled  during 
the  day's  cleaning.  There  were  only 
a  few  other  men  in  the  tavern,  sit- 
ting at  the  liar,  on  their  way  home 
from  work.  "What  do  we  need  a 
talde  for?"  Ernie  added. 

"I  think  I'll  gi'ab  a  sandwich,"  said 
the  young  man,  sitting  down. 

"Now  look,"  said  Ernie,  "I  thought 
it  was  going  to  be  ,iust  a  coiiple.  I 
gotta  get  home  to  dinner.  .Tack'll 
be  waiting  for  me." 

"I  gotta  drive  clear  out   to  Hins- 
dale," said  the  >-ouug  man.  "after  1 
drop  you  off.    (iotta  i>ick  my 
wife  up.  and   I'm  Idiida  hun- 
gry.     (!ome     oil,     wliat'll     it 
be?" 

"Beer,"  said  Ernie,  sitting 
down  at  the  table.  "^Make  it 
quick  on  that  sandwich." 

"Two  beers  and  a  sardine  sand- 
wich on  white,"  said  the  younger 
man  to  the  waiter,  whose  apron  was 
crisp  and  clean.    "And  hnrry  it." 

"Team  looks  weak,  I'm  afraid," 
said  Ernie. 

"Yeh,  but  ya'  can't  tell  with  the 
first  game  like  that.  They  got  a  long 
time  to  get  going." 

"I  don't  know.  If  they  get  a  good 
start,  it  builds  confidence." 

"Makes  it  too  easy  for  'em.  Better 
to  have  'em  know  thev're  not  so 
hot." 

They  sat  in  silence  for  a  while  and 
the  older  man  lighted  a  eigaret.  The 
M-aiter  brought  the  two  beers. 

"Where's  the  sandwich?"  asked 
the  voung  man. 


"Comin',"  said  the  waiter. 

"Now  look.  Hitch,"  said  the  older 
man  to  his  friend,  "make  it  snappy 
on  that  sandwich.  I  gotta  get  home. 
Jack'll  wonder  where  the  hell  I  am. 
What  time  is  it?" 

"Just  half  past  five,"  said  Hitch, 
looking  at  his  wrist  watch. 

"I  get  home  in  fifteen  minutes," 
said  Ernie.    "I  better  call  Jack." 

"Finish  yer  heev.  Hell,  Ernie,  do 
y<ni  have  to  get  home  on  time?" 

"Yeh,  but  he  doesn't  know  where 
I  am."  He  sijiiied  his  beer  and  looked 
around  the  room.  The  waiter  brought 
the  sandwich. 

"Pill  u])  on  the  beer,"  said  Hitch 
handing  his  glass  to  the  waiter. 
"How  about  yon,  Ernie?  Drink  np." 
Ernie  drank  up  and  handed  his  glass 
to  the  waiter. 

"Just  one  more,"  he  said.  "What 
tiiiu'  do  you  have  to  pick'  u])  yoni' 
wife?" 

"Joey  Hitch,"  shouted  a  woman's 
voice.  "For  God's  sake,  boy  -wliere 
ya  been  ?" 

Two  women  walked  ovei'  from  the 
door  to  the  table.  The  one  who  spoke 
was  young  and  red  headed.  The 
other  was  older  and  fat.  They  were 
both  dressed  in  colorful  s|iring 
clothes,  and  their  hats  had  iiollv-a- 
dot  veils  on  them.  The  two  men  got 
u])  from  the  table  as  the 
women  ap]iroaehed. 

"Well,  my  riod,"  said  Joe 
nit<-h.  "Irene  Fosdick." 

"Hitehy,    boy,    where    ya 

been?    T  haven't   seen    YOU 

since  ya  got  married.   This  is 

my  friend,  Mrs.  Rose  Morton.    Rose, 

til  is  is  Joe  Hitch — and  friend." 

"Ernie  Samms,"  said  Joe,  "]deased 
to  meet  j'ou." 

"How  do  ya  do?"  said  Ernie. 
They  all  sat  down  at  the  table. 

"What'll  it  be,  girls?"  asked  Joe. 
smiling. 

"Beer  for  me,"  said  Irene.  "How 
about  you,  Rose?"  Rose  nodded.  The 
waiter  brought  two  beers  and  Joe 
Hitch  ordered  tM'o  more  for  the  wom- 
en. 

"Geez,  Irene,"  he  said,  "it's  good 
to  see  yoii.   How  ya  been  ?" 

"Oh,  up,  down,"  .she  re))lied,  "and 
around."  She  laughed  at  her  joke. 
"I  could  complain.  But  liow  about 
you?    How's  vour  wife?" 


"Irma's  fine.  By  God,  the  last  time 
I  did  see  you  was  at  the  wedding. 
Whatcha  been  i;p  to?" 

"My  neck,"  laughed  Irene.  Joe 
laughed,  too. 

Ernie  and  3Irs.  Rose  ilorton 
looked  at  each  other  and  smiled.  The 
waiter  brought  the  beer. 

"We've  been  to  the  ballgame,"  said 
Ernie,  awkwardly.   "The  Cubs  won." 

"Did  they?"  smiled  Rose.  "Was  it 
a  good  game?  I  like  a  good  game. 
You  must  really  like  it,  going  the 
first  day  and  all.  Was  there  a 
crowd?" 

"Yeh,  it  was  p)retty  crowded." 

"Any  home  runs?" 

"No.  But  there  was  a  good  three 
base  hit  in  the  fifth  that  was  almost 
a  homer.  The  guy  really  socked  it. 
That  Stanley  Hack's  a  real  hitter." 

"Good  old  summertime,"  said  Mrs. 
ilortou.  The  waiter  brought  Irene 
and  Joe  some  more  beer. 

"Rose,  here's,  just  getting  her  final 
])aiiers,"  said  Irene  to  nobody  in  jiar- 
ticular. 

"So  you  let  the  brute  go?"  laughed 
Joe  Hitch. 

"You're  getting  a  divorce?"  asked 
Ernie. 

"Oh,  Irene,"  said  Mrs.  ]\rorton  eoy- 
l.\-,  "1  Avish  you  hadn't  said  that. 
These  men  might  get  the  wrong  im- 
pression of  me."  She  finished  her 
glass  of  beer  and  signaled  the  waiter 
for  another. 

"Ernie,  here's,  got  a  son,  ya  kno«'," 
said  Joe  Hitch.  "Guess  how  old  he 
is?   I  bet  ya  can't." 

"Oh,"  said  Irene,  looking  Ernie 
over  carefully,  "say  he  got  married 
at  22,  I'd  say  around  24  for  the  guy." 
She  laughed  and  winked  at  Ernie. 

"Now,  Ernie,"  said  Rose,  "don't  get 
angry  at  Irene.  She's  a  kidder.  Let's 
see  . '.  .  .  10?" 

"Twenty-two,"  shoi;ted  Joe. 
"Would  ya  guess  it  to  look  at  Ernie?" 
He  poked  Ernie  in  the  chest.  They 
all  laughed. 

"Say,  Joey,"  said  Miss  Fosdick, 
"what  ever  become  of  that  Ray  Tir- 
])ack?  You  know,  the  one  at  the 
wedding  ^-siio  followed  yoi;  and  Irma 
to  the  hotel?" 

"You  know,"  said  Ernie  to  ilrs. 
Morton,  "I  should  really  be  home 
now.    Have  you  got  the  time  ?" 

"It's  just  six,"  said  Rose. 
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PURPLE        PARROT 


"I  oughta  call  Jack,"  said  Ernie, 
looking  around  nervously.  "He  ex- 
pects nie  home  at  a  quarter  to  six." 

"I  like  a  guy  that  has  a  real  family 
interest,"  said  Rose,  smiling  and  lean- 
ing on  the  table  to  be  able  to  talk 
more  easily  to  Ernie.  "You're  a  rare 
cue  when  j'ou  want  to  let  your  fam- 
ily know  what  time  j'ou're  coming 
home." 

"Oh,"  fumbled  Ernie.    "I.  .  .  ." 

"Your  wife's  sure  lucky." 

"My  wife's  dead,"  said  Ernie. 

"Oh— I—"  Rose  paused.  "Gee," 
she  went  on  wistfully,  "I  wish  that 
guy  of  mine  had  been  a  guy  like  you. 
Maybe  I'd  still  be  married  to  him  if 
he  was."   She  smiled  up  at  him. 

"Jaek'll  be  wondering  where  I 
am,"  said  Ernie,  fumbling  for  some- 
thing to  sa.y  and  looking  uneasily 
around  the  room  again. 

"God,"  said  Joe  Hitch,  "are  you 
still  mumbling  about  getting  home? 
Come  on,  Rose,  cheer  the  guy  up." 

"Yeh,  Rose,"  said  Irene,  "cheer 
Ernie  up.  Hitehy,  here,  wants  to  get 
some  dinner  somewhere.  Let's  all 
go  get  some  dinner." 

"Come  on,  Ernie,"  said  Rose,  "let's 
get  some  dinner.  You  can  call  Jack, 
and  we'll  all  go  get  some  dinner.  He 
won't  mind  you  being  out  just  once." 
She  smiled  at  him  and  moved  her 
hand  over  closer  to  his,  almost  touch- 
ing it.  "Come  on,  what  do  ya  say? 
You  can  tell  me  all  about  the  game." 

"Well  .  .  ."  Ernie  hesitated.  "I 
better  call  Jack  first." 

Before  Ernie  knew  it,  Joe  and 
Irene  were  walking  out  to  the  car. 
Rose  put  her  arm  around  him  and 
helped  him  through  tlie  revolving 
door. 

W.  OTTO 


MAN  BACKS  INTO  BUZZ  SAW ; 
TREATED  FOR  LACERATIONS 

—CHICAGO  TRIBUNE 
Handy  thing,  bandaids. 


WANTED  TO  BUY 

"Wanted  to  buy — Hank  Youngworth 
wants  to  buy  a  second  hand  horse 
at  once  to  haul  junk.  If  you  can't 
find  Hank  leave  word  at  the  Buch- 
holz  Cabin. 

— Hank  Youngworth,  cleaning  cess- 
pools and  toilets  a  specialty. 

DON'T  GROPE  IN  THE  DARK 
READ  THE  ADDS  IN  THE  TRIB- 
UNE-GAZETTE. 

—From  Clintonville,  Wisconsin  TRIB- 
UNE-GAZETTE. 
All  right!  We  won't. 


Protest 

One  night  ivhen  the  light  of  the  moon  ivas  so  lovely, 
I  thought  that  he  ought  to  at  least  say  he  loved  me, 
Instead  he  just  read  from,  a  boolc  that  he  carried. 
Heart  broken,  unspoken,  my  passion  lay  buried. 

Oh  why,  when  the  shy  is  star-studded  and  glowing 
Must  he  always  be  oh  so  learned  and  knoiving  f 
And  look  at  his  book  with  a  deep  adoration 
While  I,  sitting  by,  am  devoid  of  sensation. 

The  reason  this  season  for  all  of  his  reading 
In  spite  of  the  night  and  my  passionate  pleading 
Is  born  of  his  scorn  for  all  human  emotion. 
And  nou'  I  know  Jiow  he  was  given  that  notion. 

Toil  see,  English  B  is  the  course  that  he's  taking 
A  course  in  remorse  and  the  molding  and  making 
Of  minds  that  remind  one  of  icy  frustration, 
And  souls  fidl  of  holes  left  from  refrigeration. 

Oh  Lord,  I  am  bored  xvith  all  Bergen's  productions 
And  sick  to  the  quick  of  his  mental  seductions. 
Now  I,  with  a  sigh,  say  to  women  of  prudence. 
Don't  ever,  no  never,  date  English  B  students. 


-J.  Y. 
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INDLSTHV     OF     YOUTH 


(~\V  C'orRSE.  during'  ordinary,  nn- 
^-^  cxeitiiig,  peace  time,  the  situa- 
tion would  be  ditiferent.  I  would  just 
go  out  and  get  a  job  and  be  done 
with  it.  Even  now  it's  just  a  ques- 
tion of  selling  oneself  to  the  liighest 
bidder.  But  that  feeling  of  secur- 
ity, knowing  one  can  get  any  kind  of 
dull,  enervating  job  one  wants,  leads 
to  unscrupulous  reverie  aiul  illusions 
of  depraved  grandeur.  You  see,  I've 
been  toying  with  the  idea  of  starting 
a  school,  battening  off  the  old  col- 
lege rejnitation  like  All-Americans 
who  become  lawyers  and  real  estate 
dealers. 

It's  all  quite  simple  really,  a  one 
man  industry — in  fact  I  think  I 
shall  call  it  "The  Industry  of  Youth." 
Yes,  that's  a  fine  name,  just  enough 
dignity  and  a  note  of  lurking  prom- 
ise. Parents  will  bring  their  daugh- 
ters to  me  and  say,  "I  want  my 
daughter  to  be  a  big  shot  on  such 
and  such  a  campus."  They  would 
liavc  to  liring  her  to  me  early  in  the 
summer  and  then  after  a  modicum 
of  research,  we  should  be  ready  to 
begin  the  course. 

For  the  sake  of  using  a  well  known 
example,  let's  su|)]30se  this  girl  and 
several  others  want  to  go  to  North- 
western University  in  Evanston,  Il- 
linois. This  makes  it  more  difficult  as 
it  means  they  will  be  in  c(im])etition, 
and  T  shall  have  to  find  different  out- 
lets for  each  of  them.  Tlie  first  thing 
of  importance  chronologically  is  the 
choice  of  a  sorority.  (^)ne  must  exert 
great  discretion  here.  If  one  wanted 
to  be  a  Ka])pa.  that  is  if  her  family 
has  enough  money — but  then  all  of 
my  clients  must  have  money  as  I 
.sure  as  hell  am  not  going  to  all  this 
trouble  foi'  chickeufeed — I  would 
take  her  to  Blum's  Avhere  we  could 
stock  her  up  on  hlaclc  dresses  and  a 
fur  chubby  or  two.  Then  we  would 
place  a  standing  order  at  London's 
for  a  gardenia  every  othei'  day  which 
she  would  wear  in  her  hair  which 
would  be  done  in  a  long  liob  which 
would  aid  in  disguising  the  fact  that 
she  had  irregular  features  and  that 
her  ears  stuck  out.  A  trip  to  the 
pawn.shop  for  a  Phi  Delt  ])in  (the 
war  removes  any  possiljility  of  dis- 
covery), and  extended  study  of  the 
society   pages    of   the   TRTBUXE.    a 


few  lessons  in  conversational  bridge 
and — well,  we  would  have  no  trouble 
at  all. 

Or  if  she  were  the  dramatic  type, 
I  would  say,  "My  dear,  j'ou  simjily 
must  be  a  Pi  Phi.  We'll  have  them 
|)ining  for  you.  Let's  go  out  and  buy 
some  pastel  Braemars  a  size  too 
snuiJl."  Or  if  she  wanted  to  be  a 
Theta,  and  here  it  would  help  if  her 


-'-^i^^^N, 


motJier  had  l>een  a  Kai)|)a.  I  would 
simply  ship  her  off  to  Boston  so  she 
could  work  on  her  accent.  She  might 
even  \v;\i\\  to  be  a  Delta  Oamma  but 
that  would  lie  so  simple  that  tiiere 
wouldn't  be  iiiucli  fun  to  it.  And  I'd 
have  one  remain  an  Indepeiulent. 
It  sometimes  pays  to  be  an  Inde- 
])endent.  We  could  make  her  a  repu- 
tation as  a  rebel. 

But  enough  of  the  externals.  We 
must  get  down  to  teaching  her  the 
rudiments  of  worming  one's  way  in- 
to iirominence.  One  week  \vould  be 
s|)ent  teaching  the  neojihyte  liow  to 
Avrite  an  examination  and  how  to 
attach  herself  to  the  right  coterie  of 
the  right  professor.  The  examination 
secret  would  rest  in  not  answering 
the  question  but  in  going  off  on  a 
brilliant  digression  as  though  scorn- 
ful of  the  assigned  material.  The 
digression  would  have  been  written 
by  a  tutor  and  memorized  before  the 
examination.   If  the  uirl  had  no  mem- 


ory we  would  simply  set  the  digres- 
sion in  rhyme  with  a  i)opular  song 
and  play  it  on  the  iihonograph  for 
several  days  until  she  got  it. 

And  when  it  came  to  activities,  we 
should  do  the  thing  professionally 
indeed.  In  the  first  place  we  would 
have  none  of  these  jireliminaries  of 
joining  the  YWf'A  and  being  elected 
to  Freshman  Council.  This  is  sheer 
waste  of  my  valuable  time,  and  be- 
sides she  might  get  bogged  down  at 
the  Y,  which  would  indeed  be  an  un- 
desirable crisis.  By  dint  of  minding 
other  jieople's  business,  we  would  get 
her  on  a  Homecoming  committee, 
for  instance,  as  head  of  a  committee. 
Then  the  next  year  if  she  had  any 
competitors,  a  few  well-chosen  re- 
marks about  them  would  suffice  to 
undermine  anyone's  faith  in  them. 
Naturally  she  Avould  write  something 
for  pidilications  in  a  style  which  a 
ghost  writei'  would  cai'cfully  de- 
velop. We  Avould  imjily  that  her 
father  was  holding  clown  some  secret 
but  high  ])osition  in  Washington. 
Her  relatives  could  get  her  some 
large  ads  for  the  DAILY,  although 
everyone  would  believe  that  she  got 
them  herself.  Naturally  Shi-Ai 
would  come  as  a  well  deserved  re- 
ward. 

Her  junior  year  we  -will  build  up 
her  re])utation  as  an  intellectual.  A 
subscrijition  to  the  KEADEPi'8  DI- 
GEST and  THE  NEW  YORKER 
shoidd  accom]ilish  this  along  with  a 
trip  to  New  York  to  see  the  latest 
plays.  Perhaps  we  could  even  wangle 
an  introduction  to  Carl  Sandburg. 
Yes,  by  that  time  I'm  sure  avc  could. 
With  aid  of  a  few  political  science 
students  from  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago, Ave  can  line  uj)  a  coalition  and 
place  her  as  ju'csident  of  SOB.  An- 
other little  cam]iaign  will  cinch  her 
as  May  Queen,  and  ;\lortar  Board 
election  will  follow  with  broad- 
miiuled  ease. 

And  her  senior  year.  Ah,  yes  in- 
deed. The  stubbornness  of  a  few  iso- 
lated professors  will  ju'obably  ]ire- 
vent  her  from  being  a  Phi  Beta 
Ivajipa,  but  we  can  make  up  for  this 
by  buying  enough  Parrots  to  win  the 
pojuilarity  contest  for  her.  She  will 
stand  as  above  reproach  in  the  vacu- 
ous,   reflecting    eye    of    the    campus. 
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She  shall  give  bribes,  but,  thank  God, 
she  shall  never  take  them.  Maybe 
we  could  work  it  so  that  she  could 
get  a  degree  cum  laude  from  the 
School  of  Education.  As  for  enter- 
taining the  right  peoi^le,  that  goes 
without  saying.  After  all  she  is  a 
Kappa  and  that  carries  definite  ob- 
ligations. 

And  after  I  liave  trained  five  or 
six  of  these  BWOCS,  I  shall  have  a 
national  reputation  and  all  that 
money.  Maybe  I  might  be  able  to 
establish  one  as  an  artist  if  I  can  get 
that  friend  of  mine  to  finish  a  book. 
It  would  be  easy  to  publish  it.  you 
know.  The  University  might  finance 
it,  but  then  I'm  getting  too  fanci- 
ful. As  time  passes  and  my  proteges 
increase,  I  shall  spread  out  in  many 
directions  and  after  the  war  I  rather 
liope  to  make  a  specialty  of  develop- 
ing Rhodes  Scholars  only.  In  ten 
years,  my  alma  mater  will,  if  tliey 
have  any  gratitude,  elect  me  as  an 
honorary  Phi  Beta  Kappa,  and  Hol- 
lywood will  want  me  as  a  technical 
advisor  on  almost  anything.  I  don't 
think  I'll  have  the  chance  to  do  it. 
It  will  require  some  capital,  and  the 
money  I  have  purloined  isn't  enough. 
I  shall  have  to  go  to  work  for  Mont- 
gomery Ward  after  all,  but  even  that 
can  lead  to  an  honorary  Phi  Bete  key. 
Oh,  well,  God,  it  certainly  is  wonder- 
ful to  think  about.  Lesser  things 
liave  led  to  presidencies  of  universi- 
ties. 

R.  SMITH 

FAREWELL 

SO  LONG,  GANG, 
It's  been  fun  and  I  know  that  I'm 
going  to  miss  vou  all. 

Paul  W.  EUev,  USMCR. 
—THE  DAILY 
Let's  always  keep  it  this  way,  Paul. 


The  plot  concerns  itself  with  the 
eft'orts  of  Emily  Creed  to  secure  hap- 
piness for  her  two  demented  sisters, 
first  by  outwitting  her  employer,  and 
later  her  nephew  and  his  accomplice. 
How  she  does  this  had  best  be  kept 
secret.  —THE  DAILY 

Speaking  advisedly,  doubtless. 


DEPARTMENT  OF  ANTICLIMAX 
(Reporter's  life  division) 
Having  been  employed  by  the 
United  Press  for  16  years,  Lewis  has 
iincovered  such  big  news  stories  as 
the  Sacca-Vanzetti  case,  the  S-4  sub- 
marine disaster,  the  Akron  dirigible 
crash  and  the  death  of  Calvin  Cool- 
idge.  —THE  DAILY 


AFHICAN 


COIlllE$PON[)ENT 


AVe're  here.  Safe.  AVell  fed.  Slight- 
Ij-  ruffled  by  the  trip,  but  still  pos- 
sessed of  our  hap])y  dispositions. 

On  arrival  here  we  were  given 
leave  in  Cairo  M'here  we  sported 
about  the  pyramids,  Shepheards,  and 
behaved  ourselves  in  a  generally 
tourist-like  manner.  Shepheard's 
hasn't  changed  a  bit  since  Grandpa 
stayed  there  and  stands  as  one  of 
the  most  hideous  structures  in  the 
world  with  lofty  ceilings  and  long, 
long  cliandeliers,  and  stealthy 
waiters.  The  food  was  tasty  in  a 
heavy  sort  of  way  and  they  were 
kind  enough  to  direct  us  to  the  pyra- 
mids. "Take  that  number  fifteen 
ear,"  the  man  behind  the  desk  said, 
"It  goes  right  out  to  Giza,  and  you 
catch  it  in  front  of  the  Grand  Hotel." 
Thanks,  we  said,  and  we  took  it. 
"Well,  it  was  sort  of  a  street  car  only 
it  didn't  Iiave  any  sides,  and  we 
stayed  on  it  for  an  hour  and  a  half 
trying  to  find  out  from  all  the  people 
in  fezzes  where  the  hell  we  M-ere 
going.  They  said  something  like  "ak 
lach  dis"  and  sat  clown  in  our  seats 
while  we  were  talking  to  the  people 
in  front.  So  we  stood  up  a  while  aud 
the  ear  stopped  and  the  conductor 
said,  "Giza".  We  looked  around  and 
there  weren't  any  pyramids,  only  lit- 
tle boys  stamping'  on  people's  feet 
and  charging  them  a  piastra  to  clean 
their  shoes.  And  we  had  our  shoes 
cleaned,  and  the  little  boy  told  us 
that  -we  should  take  the  number 
fourteen  car  and  it  M-ould  let  us  off 
practically  half  way  up  the  main 
pyramid.  We  took  the  car,  and  it  let 
us  otf  only  we  weren't  at  the  pyra- 
mids exactly  but  we  could  see  them 
in  the  distance,  A  Boris  Karloff 
with  three  teeth  came  up  and  said 
that  he'd  let  us  ride  on  his  camels 
to  the  tombs  and  such  for  only  .slight- 
ly more  than  every  earthly  cent  we 
]:)ossessed.  We  could  not  get  rid  of 
him  so  he  showed  us  all  around  and 
explained       everything       in       some 


language  none  of  us  could  under- 
stand and  brought  his  relatives 
around,  dressed  in  sheets,  and  they 
said,  "Baksheesh",  which  means 
maonyah,  and  we  had  to  give  it  to 
them  so  they  would  unlock  the  tomb 
we  liad  folloM-ed  them  into. 

Finally  we  got  out  and  walked 
beaten  over  to  Mena  House,  the  Shep- 
heard's country  annex,  where  we  had 
a  drink.  I  purchased  a  "feelthy 
Egyptian  statue"  from  one  of  Karl- 
ofit"s  lesser  cousins,  and  we  rushed 
over  to  car  fifteen  which  took  us  in 
turn  to  the  Grand  Hotel  where  the 
others  were  staying.  And  I  caught  a 
breath  and  tore  two  blocks  over  to 
the  New  Zealand  Club  where  I 
stayed  and  only  had  my  shoes  shined 
twice. 

Of  course,  I  can't  tell  you  a 
damned  thing  about  what  we're  do- 
ing now  except  that  it  is  interesting 
and  we're  all  as  contented  as  possibly 
in  a  situation  not  particularly  con- 
ducive to  contentment.  The  only 
thing  in  the  way  of  food  I  miss  is 
milk  shakes  of  which  we  get  none  on 
account  of  it's  not  being  pasteurized 
or  whatever  it  is  they  do  to  milk. 
However,  at  the  New  Zealand  club 
they  fed  me  moose  milk  shakes  which 
are  wonderful.  The  New  Zealanders 
are  also  terrific  people  and  were  very 
friendly  to  us,  showing  us  what  is 
what  generally  in  this  corrupt,  cor- 
rupt city. 

H.  OLDFIELD  SELZ 


(Passed  bv  censor" 


A!Lk-U«'^-0. 


#m 


V  * '   'i 


MAY 


19  4  3 


Page 


11 


MAGNA     CUM     LAUDE 


JIM  WILSON— now  there  was  a 
student  for  you.  Ahvays  on  the 
go!"  moaned  tlie  jirofessor  to  liis 
botany  class.  Tlie  pupils  were  stand- 
ing with  summerish  laziness  under 
a  sycamore  tree,  doing  a  slow,  fum- 
bling job  of  drawing  it.  But  if  Jim 
had  been  tliere,  he'd  have  sketched 
the  tree  in  a  jitfy.  and  hurried  off  to 
draw  another  one. 

The  class  jealously  and  the  pi'o- 
fessor  longingly  i-emeiiiheiTil  Jim. 
He  M'as  in  the  army  now. 

Oh  Jim  l)oy  !  What  a  felhiw  you 
were!  A  cpiart  of  milk  and  ten  car- 
rots a  day,  nothing  suggesting  Scotch 
except  butterscotch.  A  timetable  on 
tlie  wall  back  of  your  desk,  telling 
.vou  to  get  up  at  seven  and  go  to  bed 
at  ten.  You  had  some  ]ileasant  Sat- 
urday nights,  sure  enough,  but  the 
former  Girl  Scout  you  dated  A\-as  al- 
ways eagei'  to  be  borne  at  eleven,  so 
you  could  both  get  u|)  in  time  for 
church. 

You  liked  school  a  lol.  didn't  you 
Jim?  A  little  world  in  itself  it  was. 
Rich  and  ])oor.  lugh  and  ]<>\v.  Tui- 
versity  Hall,  clad  in  ivy,  syndxili/.ed 
the  lovely  past,  and  Scott  Hall  the 
sliiniug  future.  There  '\\'as  sadness  in 
hearing  Fink  read  long,  melancholy 
])assages  out  of  Sliakes]ieare :  there 
was  happiness  in  the  songs  of  soror- 
ity   girls.      Tliere    was    ugliness    in 


Evanston's  rainstorms ;  there  was 
beauty  in  President  Snyder's  garden 
on  a  fair  day. 

What  professors  did  you  like,  Jim 
ol'  boj'?  You  liked  Ernest  Hahne, 
because  wasn't  it  funny  when  he 
baffled  the  class  by  saying,  "Or  is  it?" 
And  wasn't  it  funny  that  he  separ- 
ated boys  and  girls,  as  if  the  eco- 
nomics class  were  a  swimming  pool  ? 
You  liked  Kranz  because  he  made 
hygiene  as  uplifting  as  going  to 
church. 

And  tlie  students  you  met  here, 
Jim!  Weren't  they  wonderful? 
Wasn't  it  j'ou  who  called  fraternities 
"little  cities  of  brotherly  love?"  I 
remember  that  one  day  Joe  whined 
to  you,  "Lookit  those  freshmen  I 
Aren't  they  green?"  But  ,vou,  Jim, 
turned  to  him  and  said  "See  that 
sera])  jiile?  Freshmen  gathered  it. 
They  may  be  green,  but  they  love  the 
red,  white,  and  blue." 

You  had  real  faith  in  humanity, 
didn't  you  Jim.'  I  recall  how  moved 
you  \vere  ^vlien  Professor  Franklin 
Scott  ended  his  lecture-j'ear  with  the 
words:  "Sometimes  through  the 
clouds,  you  can  see  the  stars."  I  re- 
call lunv  you  gave  time  and  sweat  to 
the  Student  War  Council,  the  DAILY 
editorial  page,  and  the  Freshman 
Council,  because  you  thought  tlie.\' 
were  van-couriei's  of  a  better  world. 


I  remember  your  favorite  saying 
— "People  are  bad  at  times,  but  not 
fundamentally  so."  And  when  Joe 
the  cynic  would  cite  the  Chicago 
TRIBITNE  as  being  fundamentally 
bad,  you  would  say,  "Yes,  but  a 
paper  tliat  runs  'Little  Orphan  An- 
nie' can't  be  evil,"  Joe  woidd  then 
cite  Hitler,  but  you  would  track  him 
up :  "Adolf  never  was  taken  to 
church  ,  .  .  he  never  went  to  a  col- 
lege like  Xorthwestern  ...  he  never 
had  the  chance  to  learn  the  more 
beautiful  meanings  of  life.  His 
mother  was  a  pantry  maid,  you 
know." 

Yes,  -Jim,  the  world  was  a  lovely 
]ilace  for  you.  Boys  were  Mickey 
Rooneys — frisky,  but  with  hearts  of 
gold,  ilen  were  Spencer  Tracys, 
serious-minded,  building  the  coun- 
try up,  reaching  for  the  stars  with 
Empire  State  Buildings.  Girls  were 
Deanna  Durbins,  full  of  tears,  en- 
chantment, song,  especially  when 
they  could  sing  "Somebody  Loves 
^le"  like  Louise  Yates.  Women  were 
Greer  Garsons.  And  God  was 
Scrooge  as  he  appears  in  the  last  act, 
|)]ayed  liy  Lionel  Barrymore. 

Wonder  how  you're  getting  along 
in  the  army  now,  Jim.  They  certain- 
l.\-  haven't  made  yo^^  a  Sergeant. 
Maybe  you're  a  ])opu]ar  ])ersonnel 
officer.  Are  things  tough?  Well,  if 
they  are,  you  probably  just  reread 
Ru])ert  Brookes'  "If  I  Should  Die," 
and  sink  back  into  your  bunk  Avith 
hap])y  tears  in  your  eyes. 

D.  F. 


My  name's  Pan!  FAley.    What's  yonrsf 


ROLL  YOUR  O'WN 

Easter  eggs  from 
Thursday  to  Monday 

--THE  DAILY 

"Of     such     is     the     kingdom     of 
Heaven." 
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Early  this  year  Mr.  Baker  Brownell  of  the 
philosophy  department  (Man  and  the  World 
of  Ideas,  Contemporary  Thought),  sat  down 
and  decided  that  someone  ought  to  think 
about  the  future.  So  he  founded  the  Council 
of  the  Future  consisting  of  25  professors  and 
students,  two  hours  credit,  and  some  text- 
books to  make  the  whole  thing  conventional. 
Everybody  reads  things  like  "The  Managerial 
Revolution,"  and  "The  Making  of  the  Human 
Mind,"  and  then  they  talk  about  it  on  Thurs- 
day nights  in  the  Tech  school.  No  one  has 
decided  what's  going  to  happen  yet  because 
they  have  spent  most  of  their  time  orienting 
themselves  to  the  whims  of  the  draft  board. 
But  it's  nice  to  know  that  someone  is  thinking. 


This  is  Dean  Eschbach.  He  represents  the  forces  of  tech- 
nology that  have  been  playing  havoc  with  human  values. 
Mr.  Eschbach  thinks  technology  is  the  keynote  of  the 
future  as  it  has  often  been   unfortunately,  in  the  past. 


The  one  with  the  bouyant  stride  is  a  student  and  he  has 
everv'thing  figured  out  all  right.  He's  listening  to  Mr. 
Warrick  who  is  a  Chicago  business  man,  proving  that 
business  men  think  about  the  future  just  like  professors. 


Mr.  Howard,  on  the  left,  is  in  favor  of  the  students.  Mr.  Green  (?) 
and  Mr.  Lane(?)  are  very  agreeable.  Mr.  Harry  Wells  is  a  vice 
president  of  the  university  who  has  proven  consistently  broad 
minded.   Mr.   Howard   turns   up   occasionally   to   add   a   cheery'   word. 


FUTURE 


Pappy  Waldorf  is  making  plan!<  too.  When  a  group 
of  students,  potential  disriples  of  the  movement 
asked  Pappy  what  to  do  for  the  course  he  said, 
"Read  a  couple  of  books  but  don't  take  it  too  seri- 
ously." This  isn't  at  all  unusual  for  one  who  has 
been  mingling  with  football  players. 


Dr.  Davis  of  the  mathematical  department  is  playing 
with  a  slide  lantern.  He's  probably  flashing  the 
binominal  theorem  on  the  screen,  because  he  be- 
lieves in  mathematical  probability.  Dr  Davis  will 
gladly  devote  free  time  in  proving  conclusively  to 
students  that  1  +  1  =  1. 


This  girl  is  not  a  secretary  at  all.  it's  just  Martha 
Cole  waiting  for  Thornton  Marion  to  say  the  good 
word.  Mr.  Marion  is  Director  of  Religion,  and  smokes 
a  pleasantly  aromatic  pipe.  Rum  and  Maple,  we  think. 


Maggie  WeiJ,  journalism,  is  soaking  up  inspiration  and  information 
from  Mr.  Brownell,  our  founder,  and  Mr.  MacDougall  from  journal- 
ism school.  They're  probably  thinking  up  mottoes  like  "Be  ye  doers 
of  the  word."  We  hope  they'll  get  everything  straightened  out.  It 
would  be  reassuring  to  L.  A.  majors. 


^€immen\ 


Janet  Linthicum,  Alpha  Phi,  represents  the  onlooker 
worth  looking  at  in  her  white  pique  dress  with  gold 
penny  buttons  down  the  front.  The  dress  is  $8.95 
and  her  snood  of  colorful  bowknole  —  $7.95  —  at 
Carsons. 


i^lCCt^Xi^ 


Another  smooth  looking  onlooker  is  Jen  Fogo,  Tri 
Delt,  wearing  a  wonderfully  wearable  rust  Butcher 
linen  suit  at  $14.95.  The  collar  and  cuffs  are  pastel 
plaid  and  the  little  boy's  hat  for  $3.95  is  a  marma- 
lade color  that  repeats  a  stripe  in  the  plaid  at  Carsons. 


Activities  a]\d  the  War 


BLOOD  DONORS  SURVIVE  to  enjoy  cookies 
and  milk  and  a  M-arni  inner  satisfaction.  Ask 
them.  A  painless  experience  for  you  may 
mean  life  to  a  soldier. 


U.S.O.ING  IS  FUN.  Witn-..  fbese  G-ca! 
Lakes  scenes.  Maybe  Joe  "Lookie-Lookie- 
Here-Comes-Cookie"  has  something.  Piano 
and  dance  floor  draw  the  crowd. 


BANDAGE  ROLLING  BY  EXPERTS  and  nov- 
ices  contributes  directly  to  the  Red  Cross  effort. 
Save  one  afternoon  a  week  for  this  interesting 
and  essential  work. 


STUDENT   BOOK   EXCHANGE 

George  Racine,  Mgr. 

1737  Sherman  Ave.  Dav.  2717 

Student  Store — Rim  for  Students — By  n 

Former  Student 


Contributions  from  the  following  firms  ma 

GEORGE   WINTER 

GROCERIES 
526  Davis  Evanston,  111. 


THE   HUT 

A  Grand  Place  To  Eat 
724  Clark  Street  Gre.  7474 


THEATER  TICKETS 

All  Chicago  Theaters  and  Concerts 

RUSSELL  TICKET  SERVICE 

Lobby,  North  Shore  Hotel  Uni.  4190 


LEE   NELSON 

JEWELER 
1626  Orrington  Uni.  0461 


I 


WAR  BONDS  ARE  THE  LEAST  we 
non-coms  can  contribute,  yet  they  are 
the  nucleus  of  guns,  ships,  and  plans. 
Make  a  pledge  to  contribute  to  victory. 


WOMEN   IN   UNI- 
FORM    serve     their 
country  at  home  and  over 
seas.    WAAC,    WAVES, 
SPARS,   MARINES    offer   a 
great  oportunity  to  June  gradu- 
ates.   Enlistment   information  at 
recruiting   offices. 


%0 


NURSE'S  AID  TRAINING  is  vital  service 
on  the  home  front.  Crowded  hospitals  wel- 
come assistants.  You'll  find  the  work  en- 
grossing and  valuable. 


ible  the  printing  of  these  ttvo  victory  pages. 


■^  Bandage  rolling  for  N.  U.  students  goes  on  every 
Monday  and  Thursday  afternoon  from  1:30-5:30 
at  the  Evanston  Women's  club. 

^  Red  Cross  mobile  unit  will  return  to  Scott  hall 
next  fall.  Those  who  wish  to  donate  blood  before 
that  time  should  call  Fvanston  Civilian  Defense 
office. 

■^  Recruiting  offices  for  the  WAACs  are  located  at 
166  W.  Van  Buren,  the  WAVES  —  SPARS  —  and 
MARINES  on  the  11th  floor  of  the  Board  of  Trade 
building,  141  W.  Jackson — both  Chicago. 

■^  Nurses'  aid  classes  will  be  organized  in  June  for 
summer  students  and  others  in  the  vicinity. 


BLUE   PARROT 

for  Gifts 


1551  Sherman  Ave. 


Uni.  2268 


BOBBIE-REE   SHOPPE 

Lingerie 
72014  Clark  Street       Evanston,  III.        Gre.  4230 


TRIM   BARBER   SHOP 

1613  Sherman  Ave. 
Gre.  7009 


CLUB   SILHOUETTE 

Continuous  Entertainment  and  Dancing 
1555  Howard  St. 


RICKETTS   RESTAURANT 

Finest  Foods 
Open  All  Night  103  E.  Chicago  Ave. 


WILLIAM   N.   ROSE   &  CO. 

WOOLENS 
209  S.  State  Street  Har.  1719 


THE 


PEOPLE 
PEOPLE 


Jnst  to  prove  that  the  age  of 
discovery  is  not  past.  So  may 
have  sat  Colmnbos  on  a  piece 
of  quarter-hewed  oak.  It  isn't 
polite  to  point. 


Here's  a  harmless  character- 
Irish  at  that  —  We  think  he's 
working  his  way  into  Beta  Sig- 
ma— -Phi  Psi? 


This  is  not  posed — ^iots  of  pei 
pie  read  Dailys  in  seqncsteri' 
archways.  Yon  wonld  too  if  y<, 
read  the  Daily. 


Which  jnst  proves  that  yon  don't 
have  to  be  a  dnck  to  dabble  in 
dribble,  it's  a  matter  of  web 
feet. 


Vou  first — arc  you 
chocking  on  a  bone? 
You  second  —  does 
your  right  hand  know 
what  the  left  is  do- 
ing? And  you — ^WELL,! 


A^ 


SUGAH    ANO    SPICE 


ff 


HE  LAY  ill  the  hole  aiid  stared  at 
the  water  that  was  seeping 
through  the  sand.  Ugly  water — mud- 
dy water  mixed  with  his  blood. 
Sort've  rusty  stuff  that  was  staining 
his  shirt  and  pants.  One  leg  was 
twisted  beneath  him.  Broken,  he 
guessed.  Didn't  hurt  much  though 
because  all  of  him  ached,  no  single 
pain,  just  an  aching.  Seemed  as  if  it 
belonged  to  someone  else.  But  it  was 
his  head  that  throbbed,  his  fingers 
that  still  rubbed  slowly  over  the  gnn, 
his  wound  that  gaped  open  along  his 
thigh  where  shrapnel  had  torn  away 
the  khaki  and  flesh. 

It  was  big  and  jagged  and  the 
dried  blood  clotted  along  the  edge 
of  his  skin  and  the  smeared  cloth. 
Part  of  the  bone  showed  deep  under 
the  layers  of  muscle  and  fat.  Sure 
an  ugly  sore.  Showed  just  what  he 
was  made  of.  He  grunted.  What  he 
was  made  of.  Part  of  his  mother  and 
part  of  his  father,  part  of  Keokuk 
Avenue  and  his  birthday  party.  The 
kids  had  come  over  to  the  house. 
It  needed  painting  and  the  lawn  was 
worn  like  the  dining  room  rug. 
They'd  trooi^ed  over  for  his  birth- 
day. Eight  year  olds  and  there  were 
candles.  Candles  at  Tim's  wedding 
too  and  lie  was  the  best  man  when 
Ellen  came  down  the  aisle  to  marry 
his  best  friend.  Hah.  That  was  a  big 
laugh.  He'd  been  plenty  gallant  like 
Lochinvar  or  Fauntleroy. 

Little  Lord  Fauntleroys 
that's  what  they  were,  hah. 
Some  birthday  party,  though. 
They'd  sung  Hajipy  Birthday 
and  his  mother  said  eat  some 
more.  Maybe  lie  ached  be- 
cause he  was  hungry.  Ration 
K  guaranteed  to  serve.  Even 
with  a  blood  and  mud  hole. 
Hah,  poetic  even  now.  Shake- 
speare. That  was  Grant 
High  School.  "Grant  School 
we  are  true  to  you.  Loyal 
forever.  Grant,  to  you."  The 
coach  had  said  he  was  a 
pretty  good  runner,  good 
legs,  son,  hah.  Kot  when 
they're  made  of  stuff  like 
this.  Not  when  the  sun  and 
gnats  are  beating  down  on 
you.  Hah,  happy  birthday, 
son,  and  then  his  father  gave 


hiiu  a  two  ilullar  bill.  Take  good 
care  of  it,  son. 

Good  care,  huh.  The  top  sarg  at 
Leonard  Wood  had  told  him  to  take 
care  of  his  gun.  "Take  good  care  of 
your  gun  and  it'll  take  care  of  you." 
Not  much.  Not  much  it  will.  Not 
much  more  cake  left,  his  mother  had 
said.  "But  boys  don't  mind,  do  they, 
son ".  It's  just  little  girls  'cause  what 
are  little  girls  made  of?"  And  then 
she  laughed,  "sugar  and  spice  and 
everything  nice"  but  boys  don't  need 
more  cake. 

Not  cake  and  eat  it  too.  Food 
again.  What  he  wouldn't  do  for  a 
beer.  Anything  that  would  just  slide 
down.  God.  how  he'd  lieen  eni- 
barassed  when  he  had  to  be  in  the 
frat's  daiiee  routine.  Chorus  girl  and 
he  stnft'ed  a  bra  with  oranges.  Then 
it  started  to  slide  and  he'd  had  to 
laugh.  Just  keep  your  legs  up  and 
sing,  brother,  the  director'd  said. 
"What  are  little  girls  mjide  of?"  And 
they'd  gone  on  from  there  with  their 
own  words.  Pretty  good.  The  Dean 
of  Women  got  uj)  and  left.  What 
could  you  expect  in  a  small  town  on 
a  small  campus?  Not  much.  Not 
much  was  right. 

Just  keep  your  legs  up  boys.  Sure, 
keep  your  legs  up.  Up  for  track  and 
the  ROTC.  So  yon  can  meet  Ellen 
at  the  Battalion  Ball  with  your  best 
friend.  Keep  it  up  and  he  did.  Got 
stinking  drnnlc  the  night  they'd  an- 
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nounced  their  engagement.  All  he'd 
remembered  was  a  dance  with  Ellen. 
Tlie  other  times  she'd  been  with  Tim. 
Y'know  the  best  friend.  Ilah,  Tim 
had  been  plenty  furious  when  he'd 
taken  Ellen  to  the  Prom.  He'd  called 
it  a  manuever.  This  one  too.  Right 
into  a  ditch  with  a  stiuking  puddle 
with  the  sun  and  the  gnats. 

Huh,  pretty  good.  Pretty  good  that 
night  too  with  Ellen  on  the  porch  be- 
side him  and  an  orchestra  playing 
"Can't  Give  Yon  Anything  But 
Love"  and  a  moon.  She  was  short 
and  blond  and  awfully  good  to  look 
at.  Good  to  look  at.  The  Colonel  had 
yelled,  "This  regiment  has  got  to 
learn  how  to  fight,  you've  got  to  be 
more  than  good  to  look  at".  But 
she  was  and  her  shoulders  were  soft 
and  bare  and  he'd  wanted  to  touch 
them  but  he'd  only  muttered  some- 
thing about  sugar  and  spice  and  ev- 
erything and  she  had  just  looked  up 
so  he'd  taken  her  back  to  tlie  dance 
floor  and  held  her  too  closely  while 
they  ])layed  "Deep  Purple".  Deep 
purple.  Not  this.  It  was  deep  and 
red  and  it  hurt  like  hell  and  the  sun 
wasn't  purple  either,  just  too  god 
damn  liot  and  the  gnats  kept  settling 
down  on  the  sore. 

Sore.  He'd  been  sore  too  when  Tim 
had  told  him  about  the  engagement. 
Stinking  drunk.  But  he  was  the  best 
man.  Yessir.  "What  Montgomery 
are  the  best  men".  Best  men 
out  here  in  this  stinking  hole 
with  the  sun.  But  the  sun 
wasn't  shining  the  day  Tim 
and  Ellen  and  the  baby  left 
for  Cleveland.  Just  raining 
and  he  couldn't  tell  whether 
Ellen  was  crying  or  glad  to 
leave  with  Tim.  With  his 
good  defense  job.  Well,  he 
had  a  good  defense  job  too. 
In  a  hole  with  a  hole.  Pretty 
good  pun  to  waste  on  the 
gnats.  Hah,  say  your  requiem 
and  die  brother,  tell  the 
gnats  what  little  girls  are 
made  of.  Hah,  tell  'em  about 
oranges  and  Ellen  and  rain. 
They  don't  know  about 
things  like  that  y'know.  Hah, 
]n-etty  good  manuever.  Pret- 
tv  good  hole. 

J.  M. 
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From  Noon 
lil  Dawn 


For  Pete's  Sake 
Go  To 


Ben's  lounge 


SKOKIE  &  DEMPSTER 


VOLUNTEER 


"Care-ta  ilanee  ?" 

He  touched  the  girl's  sleeve  and  she 
turned  from  the  cluster  of  girls  in  the 
corner  of  the  hall.  The  music  was  loud 
and  fast,  the  floor  a  jumping-,  kicking, 
swirling  kaleidoscope  of  bright  dresses 
and  Navy,  Marine  and  Army  uniforms. 
"Tn  STRIP  POLKA  Time!"  went  the 
song  .  .  .  blaring  up  to  a  sharp  crescendo 
in  brass  to  leave  the  dancers  breathless 
and  laughing. 

"That  was  justa  short  one.  Maybe  the 
ne.xt  one'll  be  sloAver.  You  don't  like  'em 
fast,  do  ya  "?"  The  sailor  grinned  under- 
standingiy   at   his  new   partner. 

Her  lips  were  set,  eyes  cold.  "No,  I 
don't,"  she  answered. 

"Been  here  often?" 

"This  is  the  only  time  I've  ever  been 
in  a  USO.  I'm  from  Northwestern  Uni- 
versity. .  .  ."  She  said  this  as  though 
that  settled  her  status  once  and  for  all, 
witli  a  glance  of  disgust  at  a  red-sweat- 
ered  regular  volunteer  flirting  brightly 
with  another  sailor. 

"What's  yer  name  ...  it  wouldn't  be 
perlite  to  look."  He  laughed  as  she  red- 
dened, glancing  down  at  the  celluloi<l 
nametag  above  her  sorority  pin. 

"Why — uh — lane.  Jane  Lee.  This  isn't 
my  real  name  on  the  tag  (lying  made  her 
words  more  hurried  and  uncertain).  I'm 
just  standing  in  for  someone.  That  isn't 
iiiv  name." 

He  eyed  her  suspiciously,  but  good- 
naturedly.   "(IK,  so  it's  Jane.   I'm  Julius." 

The  words  of  the  chajierone  came  back 
to  her  .  .  .  "Remember,  you  are  a  hostess, 
as  though  you  were  in  your  own  home. 
Talk  to  them.  Ask  them  about  their  home 
towns,  their  families,  how  they  like  what- 
ever branch  they're  in.  They  love  to  talk. 
Just  get  them  started." 

"How  do  you  like  the  Navy,  Julius?" 
She  smiled  cai'etully,  |iulling  her  lips 
over  her  teeth   in  i)seuilo-sincei-ity. 

"Oh,  it's  <  )K,  1  guess.  I  only  been  in 
fer  four  months.  I  like  it  all  right.  How 
do  you  like  Northwestern?  Bet  I  can  tell 
ya  what  school  you're  in  .  .  .  Speech. 
Right?" 

Jane  managed  a  discreet  laugh.  "How 
would  iiiiK  know?  That's  it — but  how 
could  you  tell?" 

Julius  dropped  her  hand  and  stopped 
dancing.  He  laughed  hard,  his  mouth 
split,  shoW'ing  his  stained  teeth.  "Ha- 
ha-ha  !  That's  a  good  one.  'How  could 
I  tell.'    Every  girl  I  danced  willi   tonight 


IS  in  Speech  school.    That's  what  they  all 
take!" 

Jane  didn't  see  what  was  so  funny. 
Here  she  was,  doing  her  part  for  the  Avar 
effort,  and  what  does  she  draw  but  a 
short  sailor  who  is  insulting.  "Let's  sit 
this  next  one  out,"  she  managed.  "It's 
another  fast  one." 

"Sure,  Jane.  Only  I  don't  see  no  cliairs. 
Maybe  in  the  lounge.  .  .  ." 

.lane  weaved  swiftly  between  the  cou- 
]iles  on  the  floor.  "]My  feet  are  tired  of 
standing.  I'm  going  to  sit  down."  She 
strfide  across  the  rest  of  the  way  without 
even  looking  over  her  shoulder  to  see  if 
Julius  had  followed.  A  marine  was 
slouched,  legs  spread,  feet  planted  wide 
apart,  in  a  folding  chair  along  the  side- 
lines. All  the  chairs  were,  indeed,  taken 
.  .  .  but  he  was  alone,  which  simplified 
things  for  .Jane. 

"I'd  like  to  sit  down."  She  looked  down 
at  him,  uusmilingly,  with  one  hand  on 
her  hi]),  waiting  for  him  to  move.  He 
was  startled.  Probably  he  was  half- 
aslee]!,  listening  to  the  music  and  snooz- 
ing slouched-down  in  his  chair.  But  he 
buml)led  to  his  feet,  muml)ling,  with  a 
sur|irised  look  on  his  face.  Then  he 
moved  off  with  the  crowd  to  find  another 
chair. 

.lulius  looked  down  at  her  with  angry 
eyes.  .  .  .  "You  coulda  found  places  inna 
next  room,  prob'ly.  You  didn'  hafta  go 
and   do   that.    He   looked   knocked   out." 

(Again,  the  chaperone's  words  came 
back  to  her:  "We  make  this  next  rule  for 
your  protection  as  well  as  for  the  enjoy- 
meid  of  everyone  just  generally  .  .  . 
don't  stay  with  any  serviceman  longer 
than  an  hour.  Make  it  much  less,  more 
often  than  not.  Trade  dances.  Mix  with 
the  group.  Don't  monopolize  a  service- 
man's evening,  or  let  him  monopolize 
yours.  You  need  only  say  that  it  is  a 
rule  of  the  USO  clubs  and  you'll  have  to 
excuse  yourself.  It's  really  very  sim- 
pie!") 

Jane  glanced  up  at  his  big,  red  face. 
"I'm  terribly  sorry,  but  it's  a  rule  of  the 
club  that—" 

"Never  mind  that  stuff.  I  was  just 
goin'.  Even  a — sailor — knows  when  he's 
had  enough!"  He  turned  quickly,  and 
made  for  the  door. 

Jane's  eyes  followed  him  out.  But  then 
what  can  you  expect?  He  was  obviously 
uncouth  just  like  all  the  others  she  had 
seen   that   evening.   .   .    . 

A.  LIBBERTON 
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A  RELIABLE 
STAR-GAZER 

I'm    tired   and   I   have   a   bad 
ease    of    indigestion    today    so 
1  'm    going    to    s.ay    something 
1  've   never   said   before   in   my 
life.  No.  No.  No.  You 're  going 
to  be  poor,  worthless,  starving, 
diseased,  unlucky,  unloved,  bit 
ter,  fat,  miserable.    And  don't 
say  I  didn  't  warn  you. 

No,  you  won't.    The  tall  dark 
stranger  that  you  will  meet  on 
the   el   is   really   your   mother- 
in-law    in    disguise    and    with 
that  to  look  forward  to,  how 
could     anyone     possibly     be 
hapjiy? 

.lupiter   is   blank    tonight    and 
the   star  of   Habeas  is  around 
riorpus.    Christi   is   nowhere   to 
be  seen.    If  you  were  born  un- 
der   Capricorn,    multiply    your 
age    by    your    social    security 
number    and    there    you    \\:t\c 
your  answer.   If  you  can't  mill 
tiply,    then    take    it    from    me. 
The  world  is  coining  to  an  end. 

d 
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PRINCESS  ALEX, 
PSYCHIC  MYSTIC 

Do    not    worry    about    money. 
Money    is    only    good    for    the 
things  it  will  buy,  anyway.  So 
why   not   collect   the    things    it 
will   buy?    Begin   your   eollec 
Hon  on  little  things  and  worl; 
up  to  the  bigger  things.    St;irt 
with   things   from    the    counter 
at  Woolworth's  and  as  you  get 
Indter    and     your    fingers     get 
more    nimble,    you    can    almost 
support     yourself     with     your 
plunder. 

E  can  feel  that  your  wish  con- 
cerns    the     diamond     bracelet 
that     your     mother     lost     last 
Kourth    of    July.     Look    for    a 
pawn   ticket   in    the   left-hand 
pocket  of  a  tall  dark  stranger 
you   will   meet   on   the   el.     He 
may  be  a  stranger  to  .you,  your 
mother    has    known    him    and 
well  for  a  long  time.   She  real 
ly  didn  't  lose  it  after  all. 

My   brother,   the   Prince,   says 
that   the   soldiers   in   India   are 
running  out  of  supplies.    They 
haven 't    enough    nylon    water 
bags  to  go  around.    The  camels 
are   disgusted   too   and   are   all 
on     the    waiting    list    for    the 
()lyni]iia  circus.    With  these  in- 
dications   what    other    conclu- 
sion is  there? 

I'acing    the     East     and     Dean 
lleidbrink  who  is  in   turn  fac- 
ing Kay  George  who  is  in  turn 
faced  with  the  dilemma  of  try- 
ing   to    mnltiply    all    of    your 
credits  by  five  in  order  to  make 
them    come    out    to    l.SO,    I    see 
the   answer  written   across  the 
face    of    Ijcon    Kran>i    who    is 
saying  ''  lla\'e  you  iiassed  your 
swimming   test   yet?"    Then    1 
see     you     being     handed     your 
diplonm   in    ratten  jhioI. 

THE  LADY 
AT  COOLEY'S 

The  answer  will  cost  you  fifty 
cents  more.  For  only  fifty  cents 
I  will  give  you  all  the  details 
of    how   you    are    going   to    be- 
come very  rich  and  pro.s,perous 
and     happy     and     rich.      Fifty 
cents  won't  matter  to  you  tiien 
and  you  will  be  able  to  know 
your  whole  future  in  advance. 

Kmphatically   yes.     I    can    tell 
that    your    wish    concerns    the 
tall,    blond    sister    of    the    t:(ll. 
dark   stranger  you  met  on   the 
el.    I   can   tell   you  how   to   be 
come     more     acquainted     witli 
her.    She  is  an  avid  match  b(i(il< 
cover  collector  and  if  you  were 
to    start    a    collection    and    ask 
her  advice  about  it,  she  would 
feel  that  you  had  much  in  com 
moil   with  her  and   would   feel 
kindly  toward  you. 

If  I  should  tell  you  the  answer 
to   this,   I   would   have   to   tell 
the  whole  world.    I  have  deli 
nite  information  concerning  it, 
lint   it   is   unfair   to   the   union 
to   tell  it.    They  are   down   on 
me    anyway    for    telling    about 
shoe   rationing   the   Friday    be 
fore   I   was   suiqiosed   to   know 
about   it. 

Von    and   your   wife    and    your 
oldest    son    will    all    gradual  e 
from     Northwestern     together. 
This  will  probably  come  about 
because    of    the    fact    that    b.\- 
thiit  time  your  si>cond  son  will 
have   been  made   a   memlier   of 
the  Hoard  of  Trustees  and  your 
daughter  has  memorized  all  six 
of   the   French   Reading   exams 
and    has    been    tutoring   you    in 
them.    Uf  course  this  is  iiiclud 
ing  siiinmiM-  school  sessions. 

160-YR.  OLD 
PALMIST 

You  are   an   exceedingly   lucky 
lierson.     ^'ou    will   soon    get    a 
letter    from     a    p  e  r  s  o  u    yon 
haven't    heard    from    in    quite 
some   time.    It  will  tell   of   the 
death  of  someone  you  used  to 
know   who   left   you    his   entire 
fortune.     The    inheritance    tax 
you  will  jiay  will  unfortunate- 
ly   add    up    to    more    tlnin    the 
fortune,  but,  if  you  are  ingeu 
ious,  yon  will  be  able  to  make 
money     fiom     the     corn     meal 
factory   he   owned   in   Kansas. 

'I'es,  you  will.    I  can  tell  from 
the  line  on  your  left-hand  fore- 
linger  that  your  wish  concerned 
a    tall   dark   stranger   that   you 
bumped  into  last  night  on  tlie 
(d.    Yon   were   right  in   getting 
her    phone    numlier    right    then 
and  there,  for  where  would  any 
of  us  be  if  we  let  opportunities 
like   that  go  by?    You  will  al 
ways    be   very   hajipy   together 
:ind   will    both    live    to    lie    Kill 
years  old. 

lu  your  hand   I   see   the   truth. 
1    see    :irmies    fighting,     many 
lives   lost,   but   many   more    re 
turning   home   victorious.     You 
will  be  one  of  these.    Your  line 
of  life  is  long  ami  straight.    In 
less  than  a  yeiir,  then,  the  war 
will  be  over  and  the  Blue  and 
the  firay  will  be  united  in  one 
union   forever. 

In   less  tlian  a  year.    Your  six 
years  of  waiting  will  come  to 
an   end   and  you  will   be  voted 
the  most  likidy  to  succeed,  and 
you  will  make  your  mother  and 
daddy  proud  because  Evanstmi 
High  is  a  tough  school  to  gel 
through. 

MADAME  ZENOBIA, 

CRYSTAL  BALL 

EXPERT 

Yes,  my  dear,  you  will  be  for 
tnimtc  enough  to  marry  money. 
What  is  even   better,  yon   will 
also  love  the   person   you  ni;ir- 
ry.    After  this  person  dies,  you 
will    marry    three    more    times 
in   quick  succession.    And  yon 
will    love    them    all.     One,    an 
heiress  to  ten  million  dollars — 
you  will  love  her  a  great  deal. 
Mext,  a  fabulously  wealth}'  oil 
king's  daughter.    Then,  a   top 
movie   star   who    pays    $.aO,0(i(i 
income  tax  annually. 

Yes,    you    will.     You    will    be 
highly    successful   in   your    c:i 
reer.    So  keep  at  it.    You  nuiy 
be  besot  with  all  sorts  of  dif 
ficulties    at    the    present    time, 
but     your     perseverance     and 
steadfast    character    will    ont- 
hist  them  all.  Beware  of  a  t;ill, 
dark   stranger   whom   you    will 
meet  on  the  el.    He  will  try  In 
take  advantage  of  you. 

1   see  a  letter  'J'  and  a  num 
ber  '3'.    This  might  seem   am 
liiguous  at  first,  but  it  is  cleiir 
to   me.    It   means   either   Jiinii- 
ary,    June,    or    July.     The    ' :'. ' 
means    the    third    day    of    the 
month    or    possibly    lias    some 
thing  to  do  with  1943.  It  might 
also    mean    the    third    week    in 
any   of   these   months. 

I  have  good  news  for  you.  ^■(lll 
will    graduate.     Soon.     Maybe 
not  tomorrow,  maybe  not  this 
.lune,  but  soon.    I  see  yim    in 
my  crystal  ball — you  are  pay 
iug  your  graduation   fee   three 
different  times.    .lust  remember 
that  the  third  time  never  fails 
and  though   thirty-nine  dolhiis 
seems  like  an  awful  lot  to  pay 
for   a    diploma,    it    isn't   every 
(Hie    who    gets    three    subscrip 
tioiis   to  the   ''.Miiniui  News.'' 

WILL  1  EVER 
HAVE  ANY 
MONEY? 

WILL  1  GET 
MY  WISH? 

WHEN  WILL 
THE  WAR 
END? 

WHEN  WILL 
1  GRADUATE? 

MAY 


19  4  3 
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i>AllADISE   ISN  T   ENOUGH 


'T'HE  WHITE  BEARDED  MAN 
-*-  in  tlie  fi'i'ey  suit  shifted  imper- 
ceptably  in  his  chair.  Then  he  rapped 
twice  on  the  table  with  the  lieavy 
gavel  and  cleareil  liis  throat. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said.  "We  have 
turned  oui'  haelvs  on  tlie  faets  lon^' 
enouuh.  The  time  has  eome  when  we 
must  make  a  decision.  The  <Jld  ilan 
is  tired,  ^'entlemen.  very  tired.  He's 
done  his  job  well  for  a  loni;-  time, 
but  even  tlie  strong-est  must  grow 
wear.y  at  times.  We  have  been  laugh- 
ing at  his  complaints,  calling  them 
pre])osterous.  But  he  can't  shoulder 
tlie  Inirden  any  longer,  gentlemen. 
He  needs  a  rest." 

"But  sir.  surely  you  are  a'wari'  of 
the  dreadful  conscciuences  of  sui'h  a 
move.  Do  you  mean  that  you  are  in 
favor  of  starting  all  over  again?" 

"Yes,  John,  from  the  very  first 
beginning.  When  tlie  Chief  went  on 
his  vacation  he  said.  'Well,  boys,  I 
guess  it's  up  to  you.  I'm  tired  of  the 
whole  rotten  mess.'  He  said  we  ccnild 
run  the  whole  show  for  a  ^vhile.  and 
look  at  it.  Be  honest,  and  admit  tluit 
we've  failed." 

Thomas  stood  up  and  failed  the 
groiijj.  "Xow  listen,  we  can't  start 
all  over  again.  The  Inisiness  was 
founded  before  any  of  us  were  alive, 
exeejit  you.  sir.  Where  will  we  start  ? 
What  are  your  plans?  The  child' 
wouldn't  like  it  if  we  blundered  into 
this,  lie  li(|uidated  the  business  once 
before  and  it  didn't  do  any  good." 

"Still  doubting,  Thomas?  You're 
right.  But  the  first  liquidation  wasn't 
really  necessary.  This  one  is.  The 
Old  Man  is  tired,  and  unless  we  take 
steps  immediately,  he  might  just  di'np 
everytliiug.  Tlien  where  would  we 
be?    We  can't   shoulder  the  biu'den." 

"He's  right,  Thomas.  AVe've  got  to 
play  ball  with  the  Old  Man,  and  give 
him  a  rest.  We'll  start  all  over  from 
the  beginning.  The  first  thing  we 
have  to  think  about  is  a  representa- 
tive I'or  the  jjeojile.  ...  A  salesman- 
ager.  It  seems  to  me  that  ;i  good 
Democrat.  .  .  ." 

"Hold  on.  Pete."  said  the  man  in 
the  grey  suit.  "This  should  he  in  the 
form  of  a  motion." 

"O.  K.  I  move  that  we  give  the 
Old  Man   a  rest   and  start   all    over 


again.  We  go  into  bankruptcy  on 
May  21,  1943.   How  about  it,  boys?" 

A  chorus  of  Ayes  rang  out.  There 
was  one  negative  sign,  from  Thomas 
of  course.  But  then,  Thomas  always 
doubted. 

"Tliere  it  is.  Fatlier.  Xow  let's  get 
down  to  business.  I  nominate  Frank 
Dutton  from  Toledo  for  salesman- 
ager.  He's  a  good  Democrat,  single, 
and  conservative." 

"Frank  Dutton  from  Toledo  .  .  . 
Paul?" 

"How  about  Joe  Stalin?  He's  a 
Russian.    Good  organizer." 

"Joe  Stalin  from  Russia." 

"Well,  if  A'ou're  going  in  for  the 
big  names,  how  about  Frances  Per- 
kins?" The  man  in  grey  quieted  the 
laugliter  with  his  gavel. 

"Cut  out  the  funny  stuff,  fellows. 
This  is  serious.  Any  more  nomiiia- 
tioiis?  Remember,  he  shoiilil  be 
single." 

"Why  single?  Let's  be  original 
tills  time.  A  woman  might  not  be  a 
bad  bet.  Women  have  been  running 
the  world  anyway." 

"Can't  be  done,  ilark.  We  don't 
\vaiit  the  Chief  to  suspect  anything 
when  he  gets  back.  He  hasn't  looked 
at  the  records  for  ages,  but  w(>  don't 
want  him  to  suspect." 

"Widl,  we're  not  getting  any  place 
this  way.  Let's  just  go  through  the 
register  and  pick  some  guy.  We  can 
take  care  of  the  details  later.  If  he's 
married,  we'll  give  him  an  oifieial 
divorce." 

"Well,  it  doesn't  sound  legal  to  me. 
We  couldn't  call  it  divorce,  you 
know.  Anyway,  according  to  the 
Pope  we  can't.  But  if  the  boys  ai'c  in 
favor.  ..." 


«M. 


could  have  loved  Slielleij. 


The  Ayes  won  again,  although 
there  was  a  negative  sign  from 
Thomas.  The  man  in  grey  dipped  his 
pen  into  the  inkwell  and  closed  his 
eyes.  He  flipped  through  the  pages 
of  the  register,  made  a  stab  with  the 
pen  and  opened  his  ej'es. 

"Claudius  Burr  from  Evanston,  Il- 
linois. Associate  Professor  of  Eng- 
lish. Xorthwestern  Universitv.  Atlie- 
ist." 

"We'll  take  care  of  that  last  (piali- 
fication.  It's  just  a  front  to  shock 
students  anyway.  I'd  like  to  see  him 
try  to  do  the  job.  He's  been  attack- 
ing everything  in  sight  for  the  last 
twenty  years.  Doesn't  like  the  waj^ 
anything  is  being  run." 

"ilatt  says  he's  a  good  boy.  gentle- 
men. I'll  go  see  the  Old  ]\Ian  about 
his  vacation,  and  the  rest  of  you  start 
making  plans."  John,  you  will  do 
the  landsca]nng." 


At  four  o'clock  A.M.  on  the  twenty- 
first  day  of  May,  1943,  the  Old  IMan 
yawned.  He  shook  the  weighty  load 
off  his  shoulders,  and  stretched  his 
cranii)ed  back  and  arms.  Everything 
stojiped.  The  Old  Man  lay  down  for 
a  rest  while  John  laid  out  the  land- 
scape. Alatt  and  his  committee 
seraxied  off  all  luit  one  acre.  "We're 
ready."  they  said  to  the  Old  Man, 
"How  are  the  muscles?"  "I'm  getting 
old,  boys.  I  don't  relish  the  idea  of 
shouldering  the  burden  an.y  longer. 
Nineteen  hundred  years  and  more. 
The  next  time  it  may  have  to  be  for- 
ever, and  hoAV  long  is  forever  ?"  "Only 
the  Chief  knows.  Old  Man,  and  he's 
gone."  The  Old  Man  sighed.  Then 
he  got  up,  picked  up  the  load  again, 
and  stood  motionless,  while  the  clock 
■was  rewound. 


Claudius  liiiri-  shouted  to  his  wife 
over  the  noise  of  the  electric  razor. 

"Lydia.  Lydia  .  .  .  LYDIA!  What 
the  hell  is  that  woman  doing  now? 
Dammit,  I  suppose  she's  gone  to  one 
of  her  club  meetings.  ]\Ieans  I'll  have 
to  make  my  own  breakfast.  The  one 
morning  I  don't  have  to  break  m.y 
neck  to  get  to  a  nine  o'  clock  lecture 
I  have  to  make  mv  own  breakfast. 
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Well,  at  least  there  won't  be  anyone 
around  to  interrupt  my  thoughts." 

Claudius  Burr,  Associate  Professor 
of  English,  Northwestern  University, 
reverted  to  middle  class  indignation, 
and  pulled  his  shoe  laces  so  tight 
that  his  feet  hurt.  He  walked  down 
the  stairs  with  a  martyred  exjDres- 
sion,  and  opened  the  kitchen  door. 

"Good  God,  not  a  thing  to  eat. 
"What's  going  on  around  here?" 

The  refrigerator  was  empty.  The 
bread  box  was  empty.  The  water  tap 
dribbled  apologetically  for  a  moment 
and  then  was  silent.  Claudius  opened 
the  window  to  examine  the  weather, 
looked  out  at  his  victory  garden  and 
stared.   He  blinked  and  stared  again. 

"The  garden !  It  must  have 
bloomed  overnight.  Impossible.  It's 
only  the  middle  of  ilay.  Illogical. 
There's  something  peculiar  going  on 
here.  Could  it  be  that  I'm  going 
crazy?" 

Claudius  Burr  remembered  that 
Associate  Professoi's  of  English  don't 
go  crazy,  and  felt  relieved.  He  opened 
the  back  door,  stared  again,  and 
M'alked  out  to  the  garden  to  reassure 
himself. 

"The  cherry  trees  are  bearing  fruit. 
And  the  peach  trees.  What's  this? 
I've  never  seen  this  tree  before.  Im- 
l^ossible !" 

He  wandered  about  the  garden, 
pausing  here  and  there  to  mutter, 
"Impossible".  Every  tree  sagged 
with  the  weight  of  fruit.  Every  bush 
and  flower  was  in  full  bloom.  For 
the  first  time  in  twenty  years  Claud- 
ius Burr  couldn't  find  an  answer. 
For  the  first  time  in  twenty  years 
Dr.  Johnson  and  Plato  and  Aldous 
Huxley  and  James  Joyce  couldn't 
help  him.  Claudius  Burr,  Associate 
Professor  of  English,  Northwestern 
University,  was  suddenly  afraid.  He 
whistled  nervously. 

"N'onsense,  of  course.  I'll  go  over 
to  the  university  and  think  it  over. 
No — I'll  get  a  cup  of  coffee  at  the 
Huddle  first.  I'll  be  able  to  figure 
it  out  when  I've  had  breakfast." 

Claudius  Burr  turned  and  walked 
around  to  the  front  of  the  house,  and 
down  the  path  toward  the  gate.  He 
searched  the  thick  ivy  for  a  handle. 
Then  he  discovered  something  that 
made  him  shake  with  fear.  There  was 
no  handle.    There  was  no  gate.    He 


tui-ned     quickly, 
against   the  wall, 
paintbox  of  color. 


and  backed  up 
The  yard  was  a 
Strange  fruit  of 


every  variety  hung  from  the  trees  as 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


ENJOY 

The  Neivly  Decorated 
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'IVe  aren't  going  anywhere.  We  just  came 
along  to  enjoy  your  Sir  Walter  Raleigh" 


Blended  from  choice  Kentucky  barleys. 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh  is  extra  mild — burns 
cool — with  a  delightful  aroma  all  its  own. 
Try''thequality  pipe  tobacco  of  America." 
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NEW...  a  CREAM  DEODORANT 

which  safely 
STOPS    nnder-arm    PERSPIRATION 


1.  Does  not  rot  dresses  or  men's  shirts. 
Does  not  irritate  skin. 

2.  No  waiting  to  dry.  Can  le  used  right 
after  shaving. 

3.  Instantly  stops  perspiration  1  to  3 
days.  Removes  odor  from  perspira- 
tion, keeps  armpits  dry. 

4.  A  pure,  while,  greaseless,  stainless 
vanishing  cream. 

0.  Arrid  has  been  awarded  the  Approv- 
al Seal  of  The  American  Institute  of 
Laundering  for  being  harmless  to 
fabric. 


largest 
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I  Good  Housekeeping  1 


. . .  Buy  a  jar  today  . .. 
at  any  store  which 
sells    toilet    goods. 
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(Conti)uted  from  page  25) 

if  waiting  to  be  plucked.  The  air 
was  pungent  with  the  perfume  of 
blossoms.  But  there  was  no  {^-ate. 
Furthermore,  C'laiulius  Burr  diseov- 
ered  that  there  was  no  morning- 
l)ai)er,  no  footsteps  of  passers-by,  no 
voices,  no  horns,  no  one  to  intrude, 
no  one  to  annoy,  no  noisy  children 
to  curse  at,  no  airplane  motors  to 
stimulate  profound  thoughts  about 
war.  Nothing  but  (|uiet.  Claudius 
Burr  tried  every  logical,  intelligent 
way  to  climb  over  the  wall,  and 
ftuuid  it  couldn't  be  done. 

And  suddenly,  Claudius  liurr 
found  the  answer.  An  illogical  an- 
swer, luit  the  only  conceivable  one. 
lie  sat  down  on  the  porch  steps  and 
tliDuglit-iutelligenf ly.  Fur  five  long 
liours  the  Associate  Professor  of  Eng- 
lish thought-intelligently.  There  was 
lu)  Lydia  to  lecture  to.  There  was  no 
cocker  spaniel  to  lecture  to.  There 
Avas  no  corrupt  stock  broker  next 
door  to  lecture  to.  There  was  only 
Claudius  liurr.  "I  am  alone  in  my 
world",  he  said.   "All  alone." 

For  five  more  long  hours,  Claudius 
Burr  looked  around  the  garden  para- 
dise. .  .  .  Tlien  he  Avalked  slowly  up 
the  front  stei>s  and  through  the  silent 
front  ball.  lie  walked  u]i  the  silent 
stairs  1o  liis  silent  bedroom.  "Im- 
])ossible",  he  muttered.  Claudius 
Burr,  Associate  Professor  of  English, 
at  Northwestern  TTiiiversity  0]iened 
the  to])  drawer  of  his  dresser  and 
looked  underueatli  the  pile  of  linen 
handkerchiefs.  He  found  what  he 
■was  looking  for. 

"They  were  wrong,"  he  murmured. 
"Swift  and  More  and  even  ililton. 
They  just  didn't  know." 

And  then  lie  put  a  bullet  through 
his  brain. 

LA  BONTE 


TUTOR  WANTED 

Interpreter  —  Translattor  (Tutor) 
wanted  for  Perkin's  "College  Phys- 
ics."  Call  Alex  Berger  at  GRE.  7400. 

—THE  DAILY 

How  about  a  speller? 
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Twenty-four  Reasons  for  Getting 
a  Job  in  a  Factory  That  Cans 

White  Snake  Meat 

What  is  college? 

It  gives  you  knowledge: 

Tells  you  how 

To  know  an  elephant  from  a  cow. 

Puts  vou  wise  on  Socrates, 

Enlarges  the  fable  'bout  tlie  birds  and  bees; 

Encourages  you  to  read  books. 

Bounces  you  "round  on  tenderhooks. 

While  you  take  exams. 

And  Ma  Schramm's; 

Tells  you  where  to  whisper  when, 

Lend  vour  money  and  make  a  friend: 

Fight  with  your  cell  mate, 

Date. 

^  rite  themes  in  the  Grill, 

Send  home  every  little  bill. 

Stay  up  late  at  night. 

Fly  your  own  kite; 

Makes  you  say  "swoose," 

A  type  of  swan-goose; 

Get  along  with  every  one 

By  speaking  no  evil,  hearing  and  thinking  none. 

Some  fun, 

Eh  son! 

It's  a  wonderful  spot,  I  find. 

To  broaden  your  hips  along  with  your  mind. 

Take  it  or  leave  it! 

F.  WHITE 


"I've  been  sabotaged  ...somebody  stole  my 
Tan  gee  Sathi-Finisb  Lipstick!" 

sabotaged"  is  the  right  word!  For  after  the  exquis- 
ite grooming,  the  soft  and  satiny  sheen  Tangee's 
new  Satin-Finish  Lipsticks  bring  to  your  lips . . .  noth- 
ing else  will  do. 

And . . .  fully  as  important  as  Tangee's  glorious 
colors  and  exclusive  Satin- Finish 
itself  ...your  Tangee  lips  will  last 
and  last  and  last.  Once  ON,  your 
Tangee  Lipstick  STAYS  on. 


WITH  THE  NEW  SATIN-FINISH 
TANGEE  MEDIUM-RED, TANGEE  NATURAL, TANGEE  THEATRICAL  RED.  TANGEE  RED-RED 
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UMPM  ECOHOMY  PRCKAGE 


Average  4  months'  supply  of 
Tampax  comes  in  this  Econ- 
omy Package.  You  can  get 
this  price  advantage  in  any 
size— Regular,  Super  or  Junior. 
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HOOS'   DRUG   STORE 

SHERMAN     AND    CLARK 


MIDNIGHT 

THE  ]\IAX,  speeding  at  midnight 
along  the  darlv  and  lonely  road,  snd- 
denly  swerved  to  the  deep  shadows 
at  the  road-side  and  stopped  his  car 
abruptly.  Silently  he  sat  and  let  the 
surging  darkness  close  in  upon  him. 
AYliat  had  happened?  He  himself 
wasn't  quite  snre,  but  he  thought  lie 
knew,  ilotionless,  he  stared  ahead  of 
him,  but  in  his  brain  myriad  thoughts 
teemed  with  voiceless  agitation,  and 
(leej)  in  his  inmost  being  something 
seemed  to  snap. 

So  it  had  come  at  last.  And  this 
was  the  one  thing  he  had  dreaded  for 
so  long.  How  often  had  he  stood  hy 
and  seen  his  dearest  friends  caught 
in  this  same  hojieless  web.  while  he. 
overcome  liy  emotion  had  been 
powerless  to  help  them.  And  now  the 
same  thing  had  come  to  him.  only  in 
two-fold  proportion,  for  had  he  not 
been  warned  countless  times  ?  He 
rested  his  head  wearily  in  his  hands. 

And  only  today  he  had  been  de- 
ferred from  the  second  draft ;  Nancy 
would  have  been  so  happy — and  now 
this !  The  hopeless  horror  of  his 
situation  broke  in  ujion  him  anew, 
and  in  despair,  he  groaned  aloud, 
"Oh,  God,  why?" 

All  around  him  the  darkness 
seemed  to  grow,  to  expand,  almost 
to  swallow  him  up ;  he  thought  of 
those  other  men.  listed  only  as  "mys- 
teriously disaiipeared,"  who  had 
simjily  vanished  into  the  night.  He 
opened  the  door  resolutely,  then 
courage  failed  him — "Too  yellow 
even  to  take  the  easj^  way."  he 
sneered  at  himself. 

For  hoiirs  it  seemed,  he  stared 
aliead  into  the  darkness.  Then  sud- 
denly something  seemed  to  material- 
ize, to  arise  and  take  form  in  the  ])i-e- 
viously  deserted  road  ahead.  Slowly, 
the  dim  outline  approached  and  final- 
ly stopped,  biit  not  until  it  was  di- 
rectly opposite  hini  did  the  man  make 
the  tremendous  effort  to  gather  him- 
self together,  and  look  around  him. 
Then,  breaking  the  tense,  ominous 
silence,  and  in  a  voice  he  scarcely 
recognized,  he  spoke :  "Mister,  will 
j'on  give  me  a  lift!  I've  just  had  a 
double-blowout.'' 

—P.   S. 
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1:30  CLASS 


SEVEN  ilEX  and  thirty  females 
and  a  snoozing  radiator.  Seven 
and  a  half  or  eight  if  yon  count 
JMnniblesome  who  is  always  late.  The 
gastric  consumption  of  the  Z.  T.  A.'s 
keeji  him  from  a  full  appreciation 
on  Byron,  Shelley,  and  Keats.  Kelley 
and  Sheats.  Slightly  related  to 
jMurjihy,  Murphy  and  Newcomb 
whom  one  may  locate  in  a  foot  note 
at  the  bottom  of  a  jiage.  Psychology 
usualj.y  or  perhaps  sociology.  A 
slight  satirical  touch.  A  series  of 
scintillating  sounds.  If  you  don't  get 
it,  it's  satire.  Hang  on  to  that. 
You'll  need  that  in  Latter  Life.  Do 
all  Tlietas  ahvays  knit  .'  Always 
ar gyles .' 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  Theta 
<  )ut  upon  a  date 
Or  sprawled  upon  the  sands 
Needles  in  her  hands  ? 

Slielley  and  his  women.  So  sol't, 
so  sensitive,  so  sexless.  Byron  was 
a  man,  I  think.  A  pessimistic  i)es- 
simist  as  opposed  to  Shelley  who 
was  an  o])timistie  pessimist.  But 
the  real  lecture — The  Stuff  You  Get 
Y(uir  Teeth  Into — that  comes  after 
the  bell  rings.  Just  wait  and  watch 
the  I'Cappas  tattooing  each  other  with 
ink. 

"Would  I  had  a  Kaiiita 
To  sit  ui:)on  my  lapi)a 
Tattooing  me  with  inl\ 
Preferably  wasliable  Quinlv. 

No,  T  didn't  go  to  the  fornuil. 
^Vell,  what  did  you  expect?  Wet 
leave  in  a  diy  climate.  He  wrote 
what,  when?  Oh.  1812.  But  what? 
Cameldeopard.  Now  that  has  pos- 
sibilities. "Would  humi)s  or  spots 
predominate^  It's  heredity  times  en- 
vironment, not  H  jjlus  E.  There  is  a 
decided  difference.  Cameleopard.  a 
giraft'e.  How  dull.  Like  a  hobblede- 
hoy which  turns  out  to  be  an  adoles- 
cent boy.  Oh.  the  beautv  of  pui-e 
poetry.  A  higher  level.  But  Keats 
was  a  lousy  s]ie]]er.  As  for  pronun- 
ciation— Avell.  look  at  Byron  and 
Shelley.    Don  .Tuin.  indeed. 

Oh,    the    Tri    Delts     are    writing 

letters 
To  their  intellectual  betters 
And  thinking  of  the  brawl 
They'll  be  having  down  the  hall. 


And  Wordsworth  wrote  Peter  Bell. 
And  so  did  Reynolds.  And  so  did 
Shellej'.  And  "this  is  mitching  mal- 
lecho."  Let's  don't  be  obscene.  Well, 
Peter  Bell  can  go  to  hell.  He  did. 
Oh.  Just  shows  you  what  doing  the 
homework  can  do  for  a  person.  And 
have  you  read — .  No.  Of  course  not. 
^lucli  too  busy.  AYork,  work-,  work. 
Then  shirk,  shirk,  shirk.  A  vicious, 
vacillating  circle.  Will  you  look  at 
that  A.  O.  Pi.  So  the  ratio  is  18  to  1. 
It  all  tle|ieuds  on  -who  the  other  17 
are. 

T)o  you  see  the  A.  ( ).  Pi 
With  her  eye  upon  a  guy. 
His  face  might  be  worse, 
Counterlialanced  by  his  jnirse. 

Oh,  the  ethereal,  lyric  l)eauty  o! 
"Prometheus."  The  lilt,  the  flanu^ 
tlu>  aura.  The  emjity  nothingness. 
"II  Eiloculo."  Roll  that  off'  your 
tongue.  Bocaccio  is  connected  with 
this  some  how.  Then  someone  trans- 
lated it  into  French.  Which  was  not 
only  hcli)rul  but  essential,  so  that 
Keats  could  have  an  intluence  for 
"The  Eve  of  St.  Agnes."  Such  a  lim- 
ited poet.  Couldn't  read  Italian  flu- 
ently. Or  is  that  reserved  for  speak- 
ing. And  wliere  does  affluent  conu^ 
in.  "WIu)  wants  it  in?  Shut  the  door. 
There's  a  Phi  Psi  outside. 

Bell.  Not  even  slightly  related  to 
Peter.  But  the  one  after  which  fol- 
lows the  stuff.  Y.O.G. Y.T.I.  Well, 
stoi'c  the  tools  and  let's  nuive  on. 
Nobody  listening  now.  Not  even  the 
A]|)ha  Xi  who  manages  to  sleep  with 
both  eyes  ojien. 

Lives  there  a  man  «-itli  soul  so  free 
He  can  animate  an  Al])ha  Xi. 

Oh,  sto]i.  Rattle  your  ])a]iers. 
Dro]i  your  books.  What  if  someone 
has  to  go  nj)  to  tech.  So  they  don't. 
Somebody  might  have  to  some  time. 
It's  all  psychological.  Purely  psy- 
chological. If  we  could  arrange  an 
understanding  with  that  bell.  Read 
what  for  Monday?  Didn't  anyone 
hear?  Sweartagod  I'll  pay  attention 
next  week.   New  leaf.    So  help  me. 

J.  c. 
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BLOOD    ON    THE    NOON 


THE  OTHER  DAY  when  I  was 
readiiiji'  a  ])aper  in  the  ]\Ien's  room 
of  one  of  the  local  night  elnbs  while 
waiting'  to  have  my  coat  brushed  oft' 
I  saw  an  article  titled  "Women  Hold 
the  Keys  tn  Our  Future".  It  was 
written  by  a  woman  of  some  notori- 
ety among  Oliicago  Women's  Clubs. 

As  well  as  the  normal  feeling  of 
animosity  toward  the  atrocious 
metaijhor  1  felt  mixed  cnuitions  of 
fear  and  hojie:  T  hoped  that  if  our 
future  did  rest  in  th(>  hands  of  the 
weaker  sex  they  would  lie  worthy  of 
the  trust,  and  T  feared  they  would 
not.  Tlie  longer  T  stood  there  the 
more  I  \\'oiulered  and  trend)led.  Fin- 
ally having  tijjiied  the  porter  I  left 
slowly  jiicfui'lng  the  women  into 
whose  hands  our  nation  was  to  be  en- 
trusted. 

Scene:  A  lounge  in  AVillard  Hall. 
Two  men  are  sitting  in  the  corner 
playing  cards.  One  has  recently  fin- 
ished an  intensive  course  in  Shake- 
sjieare  and  radio  advertising.  He 
carried  twenty-eight  hours  in  these 
two  fields  so  as  to  be  able  to  crani 
in  all  his  worlv  before  the  ^larines 
called  him.  He  is  therefore  a  little 
peculiar  because  of  the  strain.  The 
other  man  also  carried  twenty-eight 
hour.s,  but  majored  in  modern  poetry, 
especially  that  of  Gertrude  Stein  and 
Og'den  Nash.  These  two  men  have  no 
bearing  on  this  scene,  and  it  is  dif- 
ficult to  discover  why  they  are  in  it. 

The  first  man  thinks  they  are  inlay- 
ing ombre,  while  the  secoiul  thinks 
they  are  playing  Russian  bank. 
Therefore  the  game  progresses  rather 
slowly. 

First  Man.  Yon  C'assius  has  a  lean 
and  Iningry  hiok.  l^erchance  he  suf- 
fers in  the  tliroes  (if  dietary  de- 
ficiency, ir  he  would  (iidy  talvC  our 
double  'X'  vitamin  tabbds  twelve 
times  a  day,  he  too  ccinld  be  sleek  and 
contented. 

Second  Man.  \Vobbl>-  legs  a'bed.  The 
macliine  i-iiiis  faster  and  faster.  Vin- 
kleman. 

First.  What  a  rogue  and  peasant 
slave  am  1 ! — Do  j'ou  say  this  to  your- 
self? Are  you  feeling  logy  and  run 
down?  If  so,  stretch  thy  legs  to  the 
most  proximate  prescri]>tion  counter 
and  there  partake — (A  girl  in  a  red 
satin  negligee  enters.  She  ignores 
the  men  and  they  ignore  her.) 

Second.  You  can't !  You  can't !  The 
courts  are  closed.  Have  yon  had  ,your 


hull  calked  lately?  Wobbly  legs.  It's 
those  damn  office  buildings. 

First.  What  ho,  Polonius!  I  see  tlu^e 
behind  yon  aras.  Do  you  fear  the 
jeers  of  your  fellow  men  because  of 
uglv  acne  and  blemishes  on  ymii' 
face  ? 

Second.    Eels  is  i)eculiar  things. 

On  account  of  they  haven't 

no  wings. 
And  they  haven't  no  feet 
So  they  sit  on  their  seat 
And  wish  they  had  fingers 

for  rings. 
Ah,  pity  the  long-in.'cked 
giraft'e — 
(A  girl  enters  dressed  in  a  jieasant 
type  diniu'r  di'css  of  nude  sheer 
which  is  trimmed  in  silver  paillettes, 
and  a  heavy  crepe  skirt  in  i)encil 
silver  silhouette) 

First.  Ah  there  saucy  maid,  I  crave 
a  di-ink  of  sack.  Atlas  Prager,  got 
it  ?    Atlas  Prager,  Get  it ! 

Second.  I'm  a  nobody.  Who  are  you  .' 
Ai-e  you  a  nobody  too?  The  maeliine 
I'uns  faster  and  faster.  Poor  as  in 
"l)0(n'''.  I  have  sixteen  Mdieels.  You 
can't  resist  me  you,  can  you?  Wob- 
bly legs.  Vinkleman. 
(A  girl  enters  dressed  in  a  t  \\(>-|iiece, 
form-fitting  batiiina-  suit.  She  is  an 
AOPi) 

AOPi.    What  are  we  doing  to  liel|i  the 

war  elTort.    The  least  we  can   do   is 

lielp— 

(  slie  is  interi'upted  ) 

Interrupter,     (an    .Mplia    Ghi    and    a 
Commerce    student)    We   should    all 
get  together  to  try  and  help  avert  a 
man]iower  crisis, 
(she  is  interrupted) 


Interrupter  No.  2.  (an  Alpha  Phi) 
You  mean  there  is  some  way  we  can 
get  dates.  We  had  a  serviceman's 
dance  to  get  the  girls  dates  for  our 
fornud.  but  it  didn't  woi'k  nut  too 
well. 


Interrupter. 
I  meant. 


Xo.    That  is  not   what 


AOPi.  It's  a  good  point  tlnMigli.  As 
far  as  dates  go,  I'm  organizing  a 
dance  at  Fort  Sheridan  next  week. 
xVnd  as  well  as  having  a  good  time 
yourself  you  know  you  could  make 
a   soldier  awfully  luijipy. 

D.  G.     Yi's,  but    would   it    he  woi'th  it? 

D.  D.  D.    Sidpl 

Kappa.  We  Khaapas  liave  a  wonder- 
fid  plan  to  both  solve  the  shortage 
of  men  and  make  soldier's  happy. 
We  take  a  nundier  of  service  men  on 
a  beer-beach  party.  Xo  one  even, 
knows  his  date  at  the  hegininng  of 
the  evening,  but — 
(another  gii-1  interrupts) 

Interrupter  No.  3.  The  ({amma  Phis 
have  soiiK'tliiiig  even  better  which 
we  call  the  "Shackle  Plan".  We  get 
a  boy  to  hang  his  i)in  and  tluis  we 
have  dates  as  long  as  he  is  here,  and 
after  he  has  gone  we  are  something 
to  come  back  to — something  to  fight 
for — and  while  he's  gone  we  can  still 
nuike  sonu^  soldier  ha])py.  As  far  as 
getting   his    pin   I'll    tell   yfiu   how — 

Anonymous,  f  think  you  are  all  be- 
ing eitlier  blind  or  prudish,  or  both, 
in  ignoring  the  fundamental  prob- 
lem, sex.    X^ow  according  to  Freud, 

Pi  Phi.    Don"  less  be  vulgali. 

Anonymous.  It  isn't  vulgar.  If  people 
understood  the  prime  motivating 
force  of  life  the  world  would  not  be 
in  its  |iresent  chaotic  state.  People 
would  live  together  in  jjerfect  har- 
mony, WM-  ^voulcl  be  eliminated  coni- 
l)letely,  labor  and  ca|)ital  would 
agree,  and  all  because — 
Pi  Phi.  Yo'  jus'  can't  reduce  every- 
thing fo  nasty  ol'  sex. 

Chi  Omega.  A  Phi  Gam  I  know  says — 
(At  this  point  most  of  the  gii-ls  have 
become  a  little  frenzied.) 

Anonymous,    lint  1  tell  you — 

Theta.  1  don't  uinlei'sland  what 
you're  all  so  excited  about.  (It  is 
generally  understood  that  Thetas 
think   everything  wdll  be   all  right) 
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Interrupter.  Wlio  Avill  run  the  fao- 
torit's  \vitli  four  uiilliou  luen  abroad  .' 

Alpha  Phi.  Where  are  we  goiny  to 
get  dates .' 

Speech  School  Girl,  (in  a  carefully 
eontrolled.  well  modulated,  melodi- 
ous voice)  It's  all  a  damned  rotten 
mess. 

Independent.  (Entering  the  room 
with  a  gleam  in  her  eye)  The  work- 
ing class  is  being  ground  under  the 
Iieel  of  capitalists  under  the  sliield  of 
l)atriotism. 

AOPi.  Have  you  bought  a  War  Bond 
lately? 

Kappa.  "We  Khaapas — 
(One  of  the  fraternities  is  now  heard 
outside  serenading  weakly  with  its 
last  five  remaining  members.  All 
girls  runs  upstairs  excitedly  except 
the  Independent  who  saunters  slowly 
out  reading  ]\Iarx"s  Das  Kapital.  The 
two  men  remain,  and  they  have 
lU'ogressed  somewhat.) 

First.  Romeo,  my  Romeo  have  you 
had  your  hull  calked  lately?  The 
machine  runs  faster  and  faster.  Pity 
'tis,  'tis  pity.  You  can't,  the  courts 
are  closed.    I  have  sixteen  wheels. 


Second.  To  be.  or  not  to  be,  that  is 
the  question.  Whether  'tis  better  to 
suffer  the  slings  and  arrows  of  acid 
indigestion  or  take  Tunis  against 
them,  and  by  opposing  end  them. 
The  machine  runs  faster  and  faster. 
Those  barnacles  are  still  there.  Such 
a  city  as  ours  never  was.  Poor,  as 
in  '']ioor'".  The  Keys  To  Our  Fttttire 
Are  Held  By  Women.  Wobbly  legs 
a'bed.    Viuklemau  ! 

P.  J.  MAXDABACH 

o  o  o 

NOTICE 

Because  of  the  reduction  in  the 
amount  of  newsprint  paper  available 
under  WPB  regulations,  the  Tribune 
is  no  longer  able  to  print  enough 
copies  to  take  care  of  all  demands. 

—from  the  CHICAGO  TRIBUNE 

Perhaps  the  Ward  Catalog  will 
serve  the  same  purpose. 
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When  we  were  very  young'  and  so 
.small  that  we  wei-e  hardly  even  there, 
we  were  not  at  all  polite.  We  would 
tie  little  children  to  trees  and  throw 
garbage  at  them.  AVe  would  i)aint 
red  stripes  on  people's  houses.  Once 
we  wrapped  MariLynn  Davis  in  a 
sheet  and  threw  her  down  the 
laundry  ehute.  1^'inally  our  daddy 
said,  "The  time  has  come  for  action". 
This  was  because  someone  had  found 
us  trying  to  bury  tlie  little  bo.y  across 
the  alley  in  the  vacant  lot.  So  they 
took  us  to  a  doctor  and  he  looked 
down  our  throat  with  a  stick  and  said 
All.  Then  we  said  Ah  and  he  said 
Ah  and  the  next  time  he  put  the  stick 
in  our  mouth  we  bit  him.  We  were 
bitter,  you  see,  and  it  was  all  because 
of  Little  Orjjhan  Annie.  Everyday 
at  five  thirty  she  \vould  tell  secrets 
in  numbers  over  the  radio.  For  weeks 
and  weeks  Ave  drank  hateful  stuff 
and  saved  tops  of  boxes  so  that  we 
would  know  the  secret  too.  We 
Ijrinted  our  name  ever  so  carefully, 
and  sent  the  tops  of  boxes  to  Little 
Orphan  Annie,  and  waited.  We  never 
even  GOT  A  SHAKER ! 

Ever  since  that  day  we've  thought 
Little  Orijhan  Annie  was  a  big  weas- 
el. We've  said  so  several  times  to 
other  people.  We've  even  taken  steps 
like  cutting  her  out  of  the  funnies 
and  burning  her  ^vitll  matclies.  AVe 
would  like  to  stop  her  nonsense  at 
once.  This  is  a  story  to  stop  her  non- 
sense. 

Little  Orphan  Annie  Gets  a  Mickey 

AVhen  the  scene  ojiens  we  see  An- 
nie out  on  the  street  of  a  tenement 
district  washing  that  collar  and  cuff 
set  in  a  small  pool  of  scum.  Every- 
body hates  her.  Children  throw  rocks 
at  her.  Old  ladies  throw  rocks  at 
her.  Barkeepers  throw  her  out  of 
bars.  The  69th  division  of  the  Girl 
Reserves  throw  her  in  the  sewage 
canal.  Well,  she's  floating  around 
talking  to  this  corpse  that  keeps  pop- 
ping up  about  how  simply  keen  life 
can  be  when  she  bumps  into  a  yacht. 
Someone  mistakes  her  for  a  fish  and 
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hauls  her  in,  and  ^vho  should  it  turn 
out  to  be  but  (this  is  a  guess  ques- 
tion*) So  our  little  Annie  says  dad- 
dy, only  he  still  thinks  she's  a  fish 
which  isn't  really  so  very  odd.  lie's 
just  about  ready  to  smash  her  to  a 
pulp  and  take  out  her  bones  because 
this  is  wdiat  you  do  to  fish,  when  one 
of  those  light  bulbs  turns  on  over 
her  head  and  she  starts  singing  "]Mv 
Heart  Belongs  to  Daddy". '  This,  oi 
course,  clears  the  whole  thing  up. 
Annie  he  says.  Dadd.y  she  says.  An- 
nie he  says.  Daddy  she  says.  So  he 
])uts  her  in  his  cabin  because  she  has 
to  think  of  something  cute  to  sav  bv 
NEXT  SUNDAY. 

It  Is  Twelve  O'Clock! 

Annie  hears  footsteps  outside  her 
door,  but  she  isn't  one  bit  scared  be- 
cause she  knows !  Daddy  pops  his 
liead  in,  and  removing  his  shoes  like 
men  alwa.ys  do  at  a  time  like  this  he 
says  "I  thought  I'd  bring  you  a  cu]) 
of  warm  milk."  This  is  old  stuff  to 
Annie.  AA^ell,  the  very  next  thing,  be- 
fore you  could  even  blink  one  of  your 
eyes  she's  sitting  in  court  telling  it 
to  the  judge.  He's  all  ready  to  give 
her  the  sixty-nine  cents  for  a  new 
set  of  cuff's  when  this  man  who  says 
he's  Prune  face  and  has  pleats  in  his 
skin  says  this  kid  ain't  no  little  girl 
she's  my  mother.  She  gets  acciuitted 
though,  because  she  doesn't  have  any 
black  sjiots  in  her  eyes  and  after  all 
how  would  YOU  feel? 

This  is  a  test  for  girls  who  have  dates 

Someone  asked  a  friend  of  ours 
who    asked   us   and   then   we    asked 


Harris  who  is  a  ])ig  what  is  the  ques- 
tion, he  said  do  you  or  don't  you? 
So  the  first  question  is : 

1.  Do  you  or  don't  you  and  \vould 
you  ever? 

2.  AVhen  in  the  companj'  of  a 
J' oung  gentleman  do  you  show  off'  by 
spitting  as  far  as  you  can,  catching 
on  to  the  back  of  trucks,  etc.? 

3.  Do  you  make  a  habit  of  starting 
fist  fights  in  people's  homes? 

4.  AVoulii  you  drink  excessively  in 
his  home  and  then  crawl  about  on 
the  floor  to  show  you  are  an  inde- 
pendent thinker? 

5.  Do  you  display  your  aff'ection 
for  him  in  iniblic  by  grabbing  him  by 
the  neck,  kissing  him  and  wrestling 
on  tJie  camjius  ■ 

6.  AVhen  out  driving  do  you  try  to 
attract  the  attention  of  other  motor- 
ists by  dangling  your  feet  out  of  the 
window,  sticking  out  .your  tongue 
and  cursing  at  those  who  are  not  a 
member  of  your  set? 

7.  AVhen  did  you  last  have  a  date? 
A  score  of  one  hundred  indicates 

that  you  would  make  good  sorority 
material.  Now  don't  any  of  you  copy 
off'  of  each  other's  papers ! ! 

LA  BONTE 


AUTHORS 

The  gossip  column,  Last 
Laugh,  omitted  in  this  issue,  has 
been  written  by  Sammy  Stoner, 
Sidney  Heinian,  Libby  LaBonte, 
Jean  Hutchinson,  and  Patt  Her- 
ron— in  that  order. 
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'Company  D  to  Battalion  HQ  —  tanks 
maneuvering  half  a  mile  ahead!"  That's  a 
sample  of  what  you'd  hear  if  you  listened 
in  on  this  '"Walkie-Talkie"  signalman  in 
action  at  his  portable  2-way  radio  at  the 
left.  Listen  in  on  him  in  one  of  his  off-duty 
moments  (belou)  and  you'll  get  a  pretty 
good  idea  why  Camels  are  the  favorite  cig- 
arette with  men  in  the  Marines . . .  and  in  the 
Army,  the  Navy,  and  the  Coast  Guard,  too. 


nrsf  m  -tfie  Service 

The  favorite  cigarette  v/ith  men  in  the  Army, 
Navy,  Marines,  and  the  Coasi'  Guard  is  Camel. 

(Based  on  actual  sales  records 
In  Post  Exchanges  and  Canteens. 


WHY  do  Camels  win  with 
men   in  the  services? 
"Every  smoker  has  his  own 
.  reasons— but  this,  perhaps,  is 
'  most  important: 
--     Camels  are  expertly  blended 
"from  costlier  tobaccos— tobac- 
cos rich  in  flavor,  for  lasting 
enjoyment .  . .  extra  mild,  yet 
-  never  flat  or  thin-tasting.  That 
full  Camel  flavor  holds  up  — 
pack  after  pack. 

Try  Camels  yourself.  Put 
them  to  the  "T-Zone"  test 
(see  fur  right). 


WAR  BONDS  e- 
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WAR    WORKER    VIRGINIA    DONNELLY, 

Westinghouse  Electric  and  Mfg.  Co., 
makes  special  radio  tubes  for  commu- 
nication sets.  And,  like  the  men  in  the 
service,  her  favorite  cigarette  is  Camel. 


A/MEL 


COSTLIER 
TOBACCOS 


The    "T-ZONE"- 

Taste  and  Throat 
—  is  the  proving 
ground  fcr  ciga- 
rettes. Only  your 

taste  and  throat  can  decide  which 
cigarette  tastes  best  to  you  .  .  .  and 
how  it  affects  your  throat.  Based 
on  the  experience  of  millions  of 
smokers,  we  believe  Camels  will 
suit  your  "T-ZONE"  to  a  "T." 


